﻿From A Different Point Of View Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/28586553.
Rating: General Audiences
Archive Warning: No Archive Warnings Apply
Category: F/M
Fandom: Star Wars Rebels
Relationship: Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren, Ezra Bridger & Kanan Jarrus, Ezra Bridger & Hera Syndulla, Ezra Bridger & Ahsoka Tano
Character: Ezra Bridger, Sabine Wren, Kanan Jarrus, Hera Syndulla, Ahsoka Tano, Garazeb "Zeb" Orrelios, C1-10P | Chopper
Additional Tags: Mostly from Ezra's POV
Language: English
Stats: Published: 2021-01-06 Updated: 2021-08-14 Words: 2,559 Chapters: 6/?
From A Different Point Of View by PHL_Plane_Spotter
Summary: What if Ezra met the Ghost Crew differently?
Notes: This is an AU. For this story: Ezra is 19 (everybody else is the same age as in the show) Ahsoka is Ezra's Master Takes place during Spark of Rebellion


Saving a Mandalorian
Ezra's POV:
Today, I'm scheduled to go to my home planet of Lothal on a Supply Run. This run will take me about 3 hours to complete. I grab my bag of credits, and make my way down to my ship, a U-Wing that I have named "Challenger". My droid, R2-C7. Which I call, "Rover" has been preparing for our "Milk-Run". "Is the Challenger ready to go?" I ask, he beeps out a confirmation, and we make our way to the Planet.


**Time Skip: Just after landing**


I had just left the Challenger, leaving Rover to watch over it. As I make my way to begin collecting supplies, I hear a huge explosion, I immediately grab my blaster ready, grabbed my com, and called Rover, "Rover, have the ship ready in case I need to make a quick getaway." He again beeped a confirmation, and I made my way toward the explosions, then I heard a scream, "ah" I turned around to see a girl in mando gear down, screaming in agony, clutching her right side, I could see blood, by the look of it, she was going to need immediate medical help, I could also see bucket heads approaching her, I knew that I needed to help her, and so I did, bolstering my blaster, I grabbed my Lightsaber and starting deflecting blasts right back at them, I then used the Force to eliminate the others, within a couple of seconds, I had gotten the girl out of trouble, but I also knew that she need help ASAP. I then heard her com go off, "Specter 5, report, Specter 5, do you read me!!" Came a male voice, I quickly thought about my choices, I could A: tell the male voice where she is, or I could B: take her to my ship and take her back to the Rebellion. Knowing that time was at the essence, I made my choice, I picked her up, and ran her to my ship, as I ran, I talked into my com, which was on my, arm, "Rover, I have an injured girl with me, once I'm inside, take off and head back to the fleet, got it." He beeped a confirmation, and once I was inside, the doors closed, and we made our way back to the fleet. After we jumped into Hyperspace, I checked her injuries. I quickly determined that they were to severe, and I couldn't deal with them with the limited supplies onboard, and I jumped into the pilots seat to make contact with my master, "Fulcrum, this is Falcon, I had to scrap the Supply run, I have an approximately 17 year old Manadalorian female with me, she has severe injuries to her left hip, I have stopped the bleeding, but she's going to need immediate medical attention, ETA: 7 minutes." Seconds later, a voice: "Roger, Falcon, dock with the Liberator, a gurney and medical team will be waiting for you, I will meet you in the MedBay, Fulcrum, out."


**Time Skip: 7 minutes later**:


I docked with the Liberator, as promised, a gurney and a medical team were waiting, they came inside my ship, grabbed the girl, and quickly made their way to the MedBay. Once I reached there, Fulcrum was waiting for me, "So, what happened?" She asked, "After I landed, I heard an explosion, and found the Mandalorian in danger of being either captured or killed by Stormtrooper's so I dealt with them, saw that she was hurt, and rushed her here. Her com was still functioning, and I heard Specter 5." I said, she looked at the floor, "That's Hera Syndulla's cell, I will notify her about their Mandalorian, and that she and only she can come here, in the mean time, you have blood all over you, change clothes, get a shower, freshen up, then, make your way back to Lothal, and get the supplies." She ordered. I simply bowed, and made my way to my cabin.


Reunited
Chapter Notes


Takes place right after Ezra and Rover return to the Liberator from their Supply Run to Lothal.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Ezra's POV:
Rover and I had just returned to the Liberator. After putting away all of the supplies, I walked into the MedBay, and saw the Mandalorian just laying their, sleeping. Because of her injuries, she was forced to be put into a medically Induced coma. While looking at her, I grabbed a chair and sat in it, just thinking back to earlier today on Lothal. As I thought, I grabbed her hand, and held it in mine, "I'm so glad that I chose to bring you back here, to the Liberator, instead of waiting for your crew to find you, or else it may have been too late, and you may not have made it. Now, you have a fighting chance to make it, and be reunited with your crew.


 


As I thought about the last couple of hours, I felt my master's presence behind me, and I also felt a presence that certainly wasn't familiar to me. So, I turned around, and saw that a green Twi'lek was standing with my master. My master then spoke, "Falcon, I would like you to meet Captain Hera Syndulla, she is the leader of the cell that the Mandalorian is in, I looked at her through my helmet, and she offered her hand to me, which I took, "I would like to thank you for saving Sabine for me, Falcon, that was incredibly brave of you to do so, and we are very appreciative." I then looked at my master, Fulcrum, "With your permission, I would like to formally introduce myself?" I asked, and she gave her blessing, so I took my helmet off, "I'm Ezra Bridger, it's nice to meet you, Ms. Syndulla, I said, and we shook hands again.


 


As we were talking, we heard a whimper come from the bed, we turned, to see that Sabine had just woken up. Once Ms. Syndulla saw here, she immediately sat down in the seat where I was sitting, and took her hand into her own, "I'm so glad that your alive, love, we were all worried that you were captured by the Empire, or worse." She then got up out of her seat, and placed a gentle kiss on her head, to which, she smiled. Everybody's heart melted at the sight, and renewed are purpose that while the Emperor was controlling the Galaxy with an Iron Fist, there was still love in the galaxy. After watching the reunion, I departed back to my quarters, and began to meditate.


Chapter End Notes


The chapter looks slightly different, because I was trying to make some adjustments, and had accidentally deleted the whole chapter, so I had to rewrite it.


A friendship emerges
Chapter Notes


Takes place directly after the events of "Fire Across The Galaxy"


Ezra's POV:
We were speeding away from Mustafar in Hyperspace. Hera Syndulla's cell got themselves in over their heads, and we had to go rescue them. Ahsoka and I were making our way down to the where the "Specters" we're standing. Ahsoka introduced herself, "My Name is Ahsoka Tano." Then, I introduced myself, "My name is Ezra Bridger." I said. Ahsoka then looked at me, "Ezra, the human male is Kanan Jarrus, the Mandalorian is Sabine Wren, the Lasat is Garazeb Orrelios, and their droid is C1-10P but they call him Chopper." Ahsoka said. Then the Lasat walked up to me, "Thank you for saving Sabine mate, I don't know what I would do without my little sister." He said, sincerely, "You're welcome, Zeb" I said.


 


Several hours later, I was sitting in my room, meditating, when I heard a knock on my door, "It's open." I said, and Sabine walked in, "Yes, Sabine?" I asked her, she just sat down on my bed, "I never thanked you for saving my life back on Lothal. When I was shot, I was sure that I was heading for capture, then I was in a ship, and I thought, "Yep, this is it, in heading for years of torture. I just want to know, why, why would you drop everything to save me?"" She asked, sincerely, I just smiled, "It's simple, really, it's because that is what we Rebels do, we help out each other, we drop everything to save a life, especially one as beautiful as you." I said, her eyes got wide, "Y-you like me??" She asked, shocked, I shook my head, "Absolutely, Sabine. I also know that you stood up to the Empire when you realized that they were pure evil. I just wish that there were more like you who would have the courage to stand up for what's right." I finished, she looked like she was about to cry, "Thank you so much, Ezra." She said, and we hugged.


 


After Sabine left my cabin, I got a call from Ahsoka, she wanted to see me on the bridge, so I want there. "Yes, Ahsoka?" I said, she looked at me, and smiled, "After discussing it with Captain Syndulla, the Ghost Crew have decided to become an official member of Phoenix Squadron?" My eyes going wide, "Really?" I said, shocked, "Yes." She said, "That's wonderful, I said, glad that now, I have new friends.


First Time
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Ezra's POV:
Today was my first mission with the Ghost Crew. Last night, a rebel crew went missing on the planet Hoth. From their Emercent Beacon, they were on the 4th planet of the system. It was our job to find them. So, at 0630 hours, everybody plus me and Ahsoka, but not my droid piled into the Corellian VCX-100, and we jumped into Hyperspace. As we made our way to the "Ice Cube", it occurred to me, that for the first time since I got my droid, Rover almost 7 years ago, that this would be the first time that I was going on a mission/supply run without him, so I was a bit upset.


 


It only took about 45 minutes to reach the planet, as we neared, everybody got dressed in as many layers as possible, and after Hera landed the Ghost, then turned to us, "We are going to split up into three groups, one Jedi in each group. Kanan and Zeb, search to the North, Sabine and Ahsoka, search to the South, Ezra and myself will search to the East, if you find anything, report it in, we will meet back at the Ghost in one hour. Let's head out." She said, and we reluctantly left the warm and coziness of the Ghost, and headed out into the unforgiving coldness of Hoth. As we made our way out, East of the Ghost, I turned to Hera, "So, how did you get involved with the Rebellion?" I asked, she sighed, "When the Empire took over my homeworld of Ryloth, I wanted to not only free my homeworld, but free the whole galaxy. Unfortunately, my father didn't see it that way, especially, after my mother was killed, and we grew further and further apar, and eventually, I left, and eventually met up with Ahsoka, and the rest is history." I was silent, I remembered my own parents, they were killed, and I was almost taken by Inquisitors, but fortunately, Ahsoka just happened to be on Lothal, defeated the Inquisitors, and took me as her apprentice, that was in 18BBY, I was just six years old, "I'm sorry." Is all I said, but she just smiled, "It's okay, Ezra, I have since forgiven my father, and I hope to one day reconcile with him. Plus, now I have my own family, a family, that has since grown, thanks to you, and your squadron." I was stunned, "Really, you consider us as family." I said, with a shocked look on my face, she only smiled, "When Sabine was hurt back on Lothal, and Kanan told me that Sabine was missing, I really thought that I would never see her again, and boy, I was a mess, until Ahsoka contacted me, and told me that you had rescued her, I was relieved that there still were people who care in this galaxy." She said, and hugged me, then she gave me a gentle kiss on the forehead, the gesture felt like what my mother would do when I was distressed, so I'm glad to have met Hera.


 


 


After 45 minutes of searching, it became pretty obvious that the missing rebels were deceased by now, the other two teams reporting in that they have found nothing, and that they were making their way back to the Ghost. As we made our way back, I felt a tremor in the Force, something was about to happen, and it wasn't going to be good, I quickly looked at Hera, "Hera, run!" I shouted, but before we could move, we were attacked by a Wompa.


Chapter End Notes


Cliffhanger. Conclusion coming in next chapter.


Trapped
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Ezra's POV:
When I woke up, I was hanging upside down, I could see that my Lightsaber was in the snow about 5 meters from me, I also saw Hera hanging upside down right next to me, she wasnt awake, but I could tell from her chest, that she was alive. But I Also saw the Wompa that attacked us eating something, What I saw made my stomach churn, he was eating the remains of the missing crew, Now I understood how they went missing, they were attacked just as Hera and I were. Just then, Hera started to awaken, and a small smile appeared as I knew that she was alright. Then I used the Force to grab my Lightsaber. As I did that, the Wompa started approaching Hera, preparing to make her his next snack, "No, You don't, you Jackass!!" I shouted as I grabbed my weapon and immediately ignited it, taking his arm off, then I plunged my saber straight through his chest, killing him, then I freed Hera, and we made our escape.


 


As we came out of the cave, we ran into the others, Kanan saw us, and gave Hera the biggest hug, she was crying on his chest, saying that she was scared that we were going to die. After we took off, I explained what happened to the Rebel crew, Sabine turned green and immediately ran for the bathroom, the others looked sickened by our experience. After I finished my story, I felt a pair of arms around my leg, and I saw Rover, "I know, I missed you too, buddy." I said with a few tears in my eyes.


Chapter End Notes


I apologize for not updating in awhile, but I've been going through a rough time lately, coupled with working, I haven't had the will to write lately.


Confession
Ezra's POV:
It's been a few days since our escape from Hoth, god I hope we never have to visit that Ice Cold Wasteland again. I've been trying to meditate, but I haven't been able to lately, guilt overcoming me for killing that Wompa. After awhile, I couldn't take it anymore, and I went to visit Ahsoka, and tell her what I did. Knocking on her door, I hear her door unlock, followed by "Come in." I go inside, where I'm greeted by my master, "What's on your mind, Ezra?" She asks, patiently. I take a breath, "When Hera and I were trapped, I used my Lightsaber to kill the Wompa, but I've been feeling guilty about doing it, I mean that we were taught that killing will turn us to the dark side, and eventually, her arm stops me on mine, "Ezra, you did what you had to to protect Hera. You're right, it's not good to kill, but sometimes the rules have to be bent in order to save others." After our discussion, I left, feeling a lot better about my choice, even though I'm still not happy about it.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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It was after they'd finished the evacuation from Atollon that the exhaustion set in for Sabine. She'd long been fighting the empire, fighting insurgents on her home planet, fighting Thrawn—when did she get to rest?


Loosing yet another base she'd called home was one more hit to the strappy rebels. Between not even having the time to grieve for those lost, and leaving to jump right back into the fray of her home planet the moment they arrive at Yavin 4, Sabine was just so tired.


She was also tired of splitting her life apart. When she was with the Rebels full-time, she was missing the way her brother laughed freely, the way her father discussed art, and her mother's silent little messages they'd send between each other during long and boring meetings. When she was stuck on Mandalore, she missed Zeb's wit, Choppers unique humor, Hera's warmth, and Kanan being the glue to them all.


She missed Ezra, surprisingly enough. Though, she supposed it wasn't too surprising, since they'd become quick partners on the battlefield. He was the person who she relied on with her life on a regular basis. She trusted him to have her back, and she trusted that he'd always find a way to get them out of sticky situations. He was her first friend, the only one her age who put up with her cruel mask enough to slip through the cracks of her walls.


So when she sat down next to Ezra by the holotable in the main room of the Ghost and layed her head down on his shoulder for a minute to just 'rest her eyes,' it shouldn't have been much of a surprise that she fell asleep within seconds.


Ezra was tired too, but he'd never known anything but fighting and struggle, and that made him a bit numb to the exhaustion others were facing. How could he be tired when he finally has a family to fight with now—when he finally has a family to fight for.


He could recognize the exhaustion in Kanan's eyes, who grew up in a relatively peaceful temple as a young child, who had thousands of other Jedi to rely on that weren't there anymore. He could recognize it in Zebs eyes, who was just plain tired of losing: planets, wars, the people he loved.


Even Hera, who could numb herself in front of a group of other resistance fighters to look energized and ready to fight, slumped behind closed doors and into Kanan's arms when she could no longer hold herself steady.


But it should not have been as much of a surprise as it was, when he noticed how exhausted Sabine was, too. While she did come from Mandalore, she grew up in a school, relatively safe with other children and with family. He couldn't tell she was tired from the way she fought, brutal and like lightning, but he could tell in the way she talked about the war, in the hole of his heart where their banter used to lie, in how she stopped talking about the future altogether.


So when she finally slumped over after the Battle of Atollon, in the safety of the ship she'd grown to adore, the pressure in his chest he'd been ignoring for years came to a crux.


He was tired of fighting, because he could not remember peace, and he wanted to experience it. His little backwater planet had always been an interest to the empire, as some rock to build shit on. But was worse, was watching the toll it took on those he loved.


It made him ache to see the circles under Kanan's eyes, to see Hera's inspirational speeches turn blunt. It hurt to watch Zeb's boisterous laugh turn into chuckles that turned into resigned sighs. But when Sabine, the fierce and brave and lovely Mandalorian she was, finally dropped cold on his shoulder, he clenches his jaw and looks up, because if he refused to acknowledge the tears forming in the corners of his eyes, maybe they would go away.


He just wanted her to be happy—them all to be happy. She did not deserve to be stuck in a never-ending war that was passed down to them from their parents and grandparents. She deserved to be able to pursue her art, study art history, and love without worrying that they could be killed in action.


He sighed and looked back down at her, noticing the awkward angle of her neck. With a silent, barely noticeable peck to the top of her head, he maneuvered her limbs so she could lay down properly on the curved booth seats.


It had been a little while since he last saw her outside of either planning for a fight or simply in battle, and when her hair fell over her face with her head in his lap, he marveled at when it got so long.


Pushing a strand out of her face, he smiled at the little grumble she gave before she proceeded to turn onto her side away from him, wrapping an arm around his leg as if it really were a pillow. He let out a small choke at the unexpected movement, but he held back his chuckles to avoid waking her.


Hesitantly, he ran his hand through her white and purple hair, surprised at how she managed to keep it soft despite changing its color every year. Her black roots were starting to grow out though, and he figured she just hadn't had the time to redye it with all the fighting.


His smile slowly fell from his face, and he let his hand slide out of her hair and his head fall back. What was he even doing? He knew she wouldn't want this. They were best friends, and it was only once he started ignoring how he felt for her that she opened up.


She sleepily yawned and turned back over to look at him. He smiled, "Hey, sleepyhead." An involuntary pout crosses her features, and he has to look away because she will be the death of him if she doesn't. That, or make him do something he'd regret, like smothering her with hugs because he wanted to protect her from all the trouble in the galaxy.


"Why'd you stop?" She asked, slurring with tiredness despite not being out for more than half an hour.


When red creeps up his neck and ears in his silence, she cracked a smile and sat up. She plopped back onto her knees, feet tucked under her on the bench, making her usually average frame look quite small. Ezra started trying to explain why he was playing with her hair while she debated her next course of action, because she's just staring at him with an odd squint and he really doesn't know how to stop rambling.


She huffs when she finally makes her decision, and it makes him stop mid-ramble. Swinging a leg over his own, she sat in his lap, before wrapping her arms around his waist and plopping her head into the crook of his neck.


"Sa—Sabine?" He asked, hesitantly.


"Hmm?" Was her comfortable response.


"You okay?" He flinched at the crack in his voice, but she didn't move.


She nodded her head and he swallowed, minorly freaking out on the inside, hoping and praying that she couldn't tell his heart was racing or that he was terrified.


He wasn't scared of her, not really. While he'd joke that yes, she was scary and violent and could probably overpower him in multiple different ways, he knew she'd never really hurt him. But he was scared for her—


—scared that she'd finally reached the breaking point; tired enough to allow herself to be held; worried enough that she'd do it knowing that she'd go back to Mandalore and there was a chance he couldn't go with her.


That, and he'd never held another person, let alone a girl, like this, ever. Or anything close to this.


"Stop freaking out, I can practically feel the gears turning in your head," she muttered against his neck. He nodded and forced himself to relax with another gulp, hesitantly wrapping his arms around her waist.


She practically melted into sleep after that. Once the panic settled and all that was left was comfort, his forehead eventually fell onto her shoulder, following her into unconsciousness.






Hours after they'd dropped out of hyperspace and started to unload the Ghost onto Yavin IV, Zeb and Kallus stopped in the main room where the two were still passed out, wrapped up in each other. Kallus smirked and elbowed the Lasat, while he scoffed quietly and tossed the scruffy man a handful of credits.


Later on, when they're trying to cover up their embarrassment, she swears that he was just a convenient pillow and he agrees, despite both of their faces being flushed and more well-rested than either had felt in a long time.


End Notes: I swear I went into this telling myself it'd be cute and fluffy, but my brain said that we want angst and comfort :') Either way, I hope you enjoyed! It was fun to write! Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary: How was he supposed to focus on creating a plan when this was the first time in months he'd seen Sabine? She seemed to have it handled anyway, the way she was talking about gravity wells, energy stability, and explosives. Add that to the fact that she wasn't letting go of his hand? She couldn't really be surprised that he was a little distracted.


When Ezra goes to ask for assistance from Mandalore during the siege of Atollon, Sabine and Ezra have to create a plan to get the rebels out of there before they go running into battle. Planning didn't take as long as they'd thought, and Ezra fills the time flirting.


Ezra held in a sigh. He could understand why the Mandalorians couldn't help, he really could. But, understanding their reasons wasn't going to help his squadron escape the blockade on Atollon.


"Goodbye, Sabine," He said, passing her on his way out. It came out more bitter than he intended it to, and he hoped that she could understand that his frustrations didn't lie with her.


She had a real home to protect for once, complete with parents and a sibling. Far be it for him to hold it against her.


"You're not going alone," Sabine said, and he stopped, "I'm going with you."


A relieved smile slipped onto his face, even if it were just Sabine, just Sabine was a force to reckoned with, and a force he's dearly missed in the time she's been gone.


Before he could get his hopes too high, her brother intervened, "I can appreciate your loyalty for your friends, Sabine, but the mission is impossible." And he was right, with just the two of them, things weren't going to be in their favor, but Sabine probably already knows this.


"I never thought I'd be back on Mandalore again, let alone surrounded by my family. And I'd also bet that you never believed that the Clan would be free from the grip of Gar Saxon," She said, looking between her brother and Fenn Rau, "But we are. And not only is it because of their assistance, but it's because my friends make the impossible, possible.


"If Ezra didn't think we could make a difference, then he wouldn't have come at all. But if he thinks we can help, then I believe him." She looked at her mother, the person who at the end of the day, would be making the call.


The Countess sighed, nodding her head, "Bridger and his friends brought Sabine back home, and we are indebted to them. Understand, Bridger," She met his steeled gaze, "that after this, Clan Wren will have no more reason to be of assistance."


She stood up and strode down the steps, "It would not only reflect badly upon my own judgment as a leader, but it would reflect badly on my Clan if we were to show favoritism to an outside rebellion when we aren't making much ground on our own."


Ezra nodded his head, and she turned to her daughter, "You may take a few ships and a small task force of those who are willing."


Sabine's shoulders visibly relax, "Thank you, Mother."


Her brother still wasn't convinced that this was a good idea, though, "There is an entire blockade, Sabine. You aren't going to be going in with an army to try to break it."


She smiled, "We shouldn't need an army, not if we're strategic about it." She turned to her mother, "Give me some time to create a game plan. Once I have a good idea of what I need, I can brief you guys and any volunteers who are willing to go."


Her mother nodded, "We will reconvene in twenty. You do not have the time to waste."






Sabine dragged Ezra and Chopper to a smaller room with a table and chairs that were once used for more casual meetings between inter-clan personnel.


"Hey Chop," Sabine asked, closing the door behind them, "Can you show me what the field looked like when you were last there?"


She pulled out two chairs and Ezra took the hint, sitting down next to her while Chopper displayed a 3D hologram of the battlefield when they last left.


Sabine gasped quietly at the sight of the littered space field. Initially, there were two Interdictor-Class Star Destroyers and four Imperial-Class Star Destroyers. On the screen were one of the Interdictors sliced down the middle, four regular star destroyers looking a little roughed up, and the final Interdictor in the back, holding the line.


Not only that, but the stilled image showed all of the rebel ships either blown to pieces or turning tail to run back to the ground. It was not only unsettling but despairing as well.


Sabine sat back in her seat and her hands fell limply to her sides, "Oh."


Ezra nodded and watched as her eyes flickered to the different parts of the screen, trying to find any sort of strategy. Slowly, he reached over and slipped her hand into his own with a reassuring squeeze.


She squeezed back, but her eyes were locked with the back of the Ghost, "We've got twenty minutes to figure out some ideas." She huffed, her brain leaving panic-mode and going into work-mode, "First off, is that an Interdictor? I've only seen pictures from when I was in the academy, they had too many technical faults to be mass-produced, but they're a force to be reckoned with." She pointed to the ship in the back with her free hand.


He nodded, unconsciously running his thumb over her own, "Yeah, it stopped the first ship from even making it into hyperspace. Commander Sato... he flew his ship into the second one to give me an opening to get out of the blockade to call for help." He pointed to the ship that was split down the middle.


She nodded and asked Chopper to pull up what schematics of the Interdictor ship he had on hand. Luckily enough, since they refused to wipe Choppers memory, he had a blueprint stored away. He had picked up during one of the many times he was gathering (see: stealing) information from the Empire.


Sabine stood up, pushing her chair back and making him lean forward when she dragged his hand with her. She turned the ship so the top of it was facing them, "These four bulbs up here are called gravity wells, if we can destroy all four of them, then the ships should be able to jump to hyperspace, ignoring the other star destroyers completely."


She jerked his hand up, and this time he got the message: come on, stand up.


He leaned against the table, practically seeing her gears turn while hand-in-hand.


"I think the issue was the fact that gravity wells use a massive amount of power, almost double the amount of a hyperdrive. They're not very stable either, so even the smallest rupture would cause a mass explosion. Despite the idea being so useful, the ships took too many resources to make and they aren't even safe. I suppose the Empire asked themselves: why should they waste the effort to prevent a few ships from jumping into hyperspace, when you could just massacre their people with fewer resources later on."


Her eyebrows furrowed in thought, "So really, we'd only need to blow up one of the gravity well projectors, and it may blow up the entire ship."


She looked to him, "What do you think?"


He raised his eyebrows innocently, "Could you say that again?"


Yanking her hand from his, she demands, "Were you not listening?"


Chuckling at her response, he stepped closer to her and dragged her into a hug, "No, I was. I just like hearing your voice."


She huffed but quickly relaxed, wrapping her arms around his waist in kind, "When did you become such a smooth talker?"


He chuckled, "Since my partner in crime left me to go save her world. But down worry, I haven't had anyone to practice on, so you'll be my first test subject." He grinned down at her, "Is it working?"


Her lips curled into a smile against her will, "You'll just have to find out after we kick some Empire ass."


Humming, he rested his forehead against hers and closed his eyes, "I can work with that."


A knock on the door made them jolt apart. When Fenn Rau and Tristan walked in, Ezra was scratching his neck, saying, "Ya know, my idea was to hi-jack one of the other star destroyers and ram it into the Interdictor. Or, we could sneak on and plant a bunch of explosives in their main power core, deactivating their gravity wells."


Sabine's face was quite flushed for the present conversation, and the two men looked at each other in confusion.


"Well, see," she started, "It'd be kind of difficult to hi-jack a star destroyer with only a few people. Even if we managed to, I'm not sure if we could get everyone off in time. If we were aiming for the engines, we'd need to use long-distance bombs, otherwise we'd get caught in the explosion, which is—well—something to be avoided—"


Her rambling gets cut off by Rau, "Did you manage to come up with any good ideas, Sabine, or have you only been deliberating the bad ones?"


"She had a good one!" Ezra rushed out, "It was the only good one, really. The rest was just explaining why my ideas wouldn't work. Her knowledge from the academy really is impressive, why don't you tell 'em?"


"Tell them what?" Sabine blurted out, eyes wide. She wasn't going to explain what she was doing with Ezra to her family. Not that it was anything too incriminating. Yet.


Her brother gave a huff, "The plan, Sabine. The one Bridger is defending so heavily."


"Ah! Yes, the plan!"
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“Time will say nothing but I told you so,
Time only knows the price we have to pay;
If I could tell you I would let you know.”


The ringing in Sabine's ears defeaned her from afar, as she watched the explosives going off in the imperial building, just as planned. It was a chain reaction, each bomb triggering the next. Through the main building, lining the air ducts and eventually ending up in the storage compartment, where an experiment of the Impires once brewed. Now all that remains is rubble and ash.


"Spectre Five! Come in, spectre five!" Hera asked through the comlink, "What's your status?"


She pushed the button on the side of her helmet, unmuting herself, "Spectre five, reporting in. The mission was successful, and I am at the redevous point, awaiting pick up."


She muted herself once more and looked upon the building. The flames blended into the rising sun—the mission took place in the early morning, despite her and Zeb's grievances about waking up before dawn.


Lukily, their squadron would be getting a small break once this mission was over; they'd been on too many back-to-back missions as it was.


"Spectre Six! Come in spectre six. Are you at the pick up point?"


Ezra was supposed to be on the south side of the building, while she was on the north. She was responsible for planting the explosives on a wide-spread level, where as he was responsible for planting them in a harder-to-reach level.


Her lips quirked up at the memory of his melodramatic complaints about getting stuck in the air vents again.


"Spectre Six, what is your status spectre six?" Hera asked a second time. The only responce was a blank silence, the fuzzy static of a broken com.


Her heart dropped to her stomach, "Ezra, this isn't funny." She tried to sound scolding, but the worry was blatant in her tone, "I know you don't like the vent duty, but this isn't the time the joke around."


The silence was more defeaning than any explosive she had ever heard.


To install Karabast.


If we should weep when clowns put on their show,


If we should stumble when musicians play,


Time will say nothing but I told you so.


When they finally found his body—his body—he was partially buried under some rubble, a leg and ribs broken, blood pouring from his scull.


She couldn't breathe. Her hands shook.


They carried him onto the Ghost on a stretcher she'd never had the displeasure of seeing before. Zeb had to pull her away from the hangar where they were trying to stop the bleeding with an elementary med-kid.


She was going into shock, Zeb had said. She needed to get strapped in so they could take off, he said. Don't think about it too hard, he said, Ezra would be okay.


Like he always was.


But when they returned to Yavin 4—a cold, militaristic replacement for the warmth of Atollon—the healers said they did everything they could.


But he wasn't waking up. The head trauma had put him into a coma. The good news was that his oxygen levels were stable, and that there were no signs of infection. The swelling in his brain was minimal, and he should wake before long.


Kanan wanted to put him into a healing trance, but didn't trust his abilities to do so safely. Hera wanted to go back out on a mission to keep herself distracted, but Mon Mothma blatantly refused at the sight of the rest of the squad. Zeb was doing everything he could to make things feel normal, but the pranks on Chopper just weren't funny anymore.


People tried to get her to go out, but she couldn't enjoy the competitive games they created. People entered and exited the medical wing in various states of injury, but she just couldn't bring her eyes to wander.


Had she waited too long?


There are no fortunes to be told, although,


Because I love you more than I can say,


If I could tell you I would let you know.


"What is the force, Kanan?" She asked a week later, finding a common hobby with the man: waiting by Ezra's bedside when she wasn't being dragged off to places she couldn't rememeber.


He exhaled slowly, "Well, it's complicated."


She ran her fingers over and under Ezra's limp hand, "Try, please. I think we could both use the distraction." She smiled, as if to encourage him, but she couldn't bring herself to meet his eyes.


She was too afraid to find that they'd mirror her own.


"It lives within every living thing," he began. "It connects the trees to the flowers, the birds to the sky. It's will is everywhere, from the starships killing thousands, to a child playing with a simple toy."


He chuckled, "And just as soon as you think you might have a grasp on the extent in which force is and ever will be, it always comes back to surprise you."


She nodded, not really understanding, but more than happy to listen. "And the force is with Ezra?" She asked.


He nodded, "It always was, even before he started training."


She drew meaningless doodles on Ezra's palm, "And the force will wake him up?"


Kanan leaned back, "I have to believe it is the will of the force for him to wake up. I don't really know what I'd do if he didn't. He's practically..." He shook his head, leaning back into his chair and closing his eyes.


"You should tell him," She said, flipping Ezra's hand over and lacing her fingers into his limp ones.


"I can't," he replied, "The bond between a master and padawan is only meant to be that, any further attachments are technically against the code."


She snorted, amused—sarcastically, but amused nonetheless, "Yeah, well, the code didn't save anyone from the Empire. I think it'd be worth more to him than it would offend the force to tell him that he's practically your son."


Kanan crossed his arms, "What's stopping you, then?"


She smiled, bittersweet, "I'll have to return to Mandalore and become a countess if this war ever ends. You think they'd let me bring a Jedi into my lineage?"


"Even so, why not enjoy what time you have? You won't be going any time soon, at the rate the rebellion is going."


She ran her thumb over top of Ezra's bony knuckles, "I dont think so, but wouldn't it be cruel? To love and be loved in such a way, only to have it ripped from your hands? To be the one tearing it away from the only person you'd never wish harm on?"


He shook his head, "That'll happen either way, death comes for us all in the end."


Her vision blurred and she swallowed thickly, "But is it wrong of me to want to spare him the pain? He's lost everything he loved on his homeworld, why should I give him one more thing to cherish, if only to lose it?"


Kanan couldn't tell if she was talking about Ezra, or herslef.


Perhaps the roses really want to grow,


The vision seriously intends to stay;


If I could tell you I would let you know.


Unconsiously, she gripped Ezra's hand tighter. Kanan sighed, "He deserves to have a choice, too. You should make memories together while you can, so when he is gone, you can cherish them."


"Do you take your own advise, or has the dance between you and Hera gotten somewhere already?" She asked, in a moment of bitter defesiveness.


Kanan huffed, "Well, if you're going to be—"


Sabine sucked in a sharp breath. He stopped talking. She could've sworn she felt—


—a squeeze.


She stood up and held her breath, watching Ezra's facial features scrunch up while he wiggled in the bed.


The corners of her lips popped up in excitement, too hesitant to be a full smile, but it was filled with hopeful anticipation, "Kanan—Kanan go get a nurse, I think he's waking up!"


Kanan rushed out the door and she ever so gently sat on the side of the bed, watching him slowly blink and come to his surroundings. A sleepy smile spread across his face at the sight of her, one that was met with her own tear-filled grin.


He looked around at their surroundings, and landed on their hands. But before he could mention anything, a nurse and a doctor made their way in.


An hour, many questions, and two cups of icechips later, Ezra was showing no severe signs of damage. He would be allowed to talk to one person at a time, so as to not overwhelm him.


Suppose all the lions get up and go,


And all the brooks and soldiers run away;


Will Time say nothing but I told you so?


Once she was allowed in, he cracked a joke with his raspy voice, "So, I've been told that unconsious me gets to hold your hand. Do you think the consious me could make a deal, too?"


She snorted, before laughing and making his own face light up at the sound. She held in her relieved giggles so she could respond, "I think we could work something out."


She walked over and sat down by his leg, looking down at the hand she'd become familiar with over the past week. Making a split second decision, she laced their fingers together, ignoring the clashing feelings of running away versus the bubbling warmth overtaking her chest.


She refused to meet his eyes, and he slowly brought a hand up to push back her hair behind her ear.


"I'm okay, Sabine. I'm not going out that easily."


She cracked a smile, and sniffed, as she was too tired and relieved to hold back the waterworks, "You do that again, and I'll kill you."


Jokingly, he asked, "And if I don't?" He swiped away the stray tears before poking her nose, like the nucanse she knows he is.


If I could tell you I would let you know.


"Well, I guess I'll—" she whispered, hesitating. But she looked up and smiled softly, "Well I suppose I'll just have to admit that I love you."


End Notes: Sabine was a bit more subdued here than she ever was in canon, but I think it's an interesting take on the possibility of Ezra getting seriously hurt—not desolate, not enraged, but subdued and a bit numb. I've never personally gone through this sort of situation, but I was reading poems for my Lit Appreciation class and was *smacked* with the idea when I came across "If I Could Tell You." I hope you all enjoyed! 😊 Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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“Alright!” Sabine yelled down from the top of the comm tower, “Bring ‘er up!”


Ezra, who was finally, finally home from wild space, was at the base of the LothalNet comm tower E-272. It had been her home for the past decade; it’s been their home since he returned. It was two weeks before life day, and while most people in Mandalore had large, intimidating trees decorated with various lights and weaponry inside their homes, the people of Lothal did not know about the tradition.


She had assumed it was a common way to celebrate the holiday, but when she asked around where she might find a tree farm the first year she stayed on Lothal, she got a lot of weird looks and side eyes. Later on it was explained to her that the people of Lothal were tree-huggers and she wouldn’t find any such farms here (of course it was phrased differently, but that’s what she got out of it).


The man precariously using the force to lift a random tree from a forest up their tower was the one who suggested that they make her Life Day tree. It originally was brought up when she jokingly was asking if his tree-hugger friends would mind having a Life Day tree for the party they’re planning. He took that one step further and not only convinced Governor Ryder to have a tree in the party, but he also is going to allow people to cut down and take trees for personal purposes.


So long as they return to plant a new tree, which wasn't a big deal.


She and Ezra were going to be the only people with a personal tree in the city, but that also wasn’t important.


“It’s just about up there!” He called, “Can you reach it?”


Stretching over the fence, she grabbed the tree and yanked it over. Once he let it go, it plopped onto the floor with a thunk and she got a face full of leaves.


Excitement bubbling in her chest, she yelled down, “I’m gonna move it inside! Don’t be too slow getting up here or I’m gonna start decorating without you!”


“We’ll see about that!” He yelled back up, one of those stupid grins on his face. She was sure she had one to match.


Dragging the tree inside was a bit of a pain and getting in the makeshift tree-stand was also a struggle, but once it was placed, she crossed her arms and nodded, satisfied with its placement in the corner of the common area. She heard Ezra enter the room. When he stopped behind her to see where she put the tree, he nodded, “It looks good! Like a tree!”


She laughed and leaned back into him, “Yeah, but it’ll be a Life Day Tree once it’s decorated! And the whole tower will be more festive for it.”


He set his bearded chin on her armored shoulder, wrapping his arms loosely around her. She still wasn’t sure about the beard—it reminded her of her father if she’s brutally honest–but she supposed it was growing on her now that it had been trimmed.


Standing there in their home with their Life Day tree in the process made this place feel like home for once. It’d been far too long since she’d felt like she belonged anywhere. Mandalore had long since lost its charm, and Lothal had been missing the one reason she stayed. The one person.


“Well then, let’s pull out the lights, shall we?” He asked, pulling away.


She nodded, smiling with warmth in her eyes as he abruptly stopped walking. “You wouldn’t possibly happen to know where the lights are, would you?”


Chuckling, she gently patted his cheek before heading off to where she built an attic a few years back. There was so much space up there, it was just asking to be turned into an attic!


“Most things have been moved up here,” she said, yanking a foldable ladder down from the roof with a rope. As she climbed up, she heard a quiet whistle and a mutter of “Damn.”


“Eye’s on the prize, Bridger!” She said, digging through tools to get to the Life Day decorations that had been building over the years.


“They were!” He shouted back, teasing.


She tossed a stuffed starship down on his head before picking up the box of lights to carry down. “Focus, Ez,” She playfully scolded, hip bumping him as she passed.


He rolled his eyes behind her, “How can I possibly be focused when you’re so distracting, ‘Bine?”


Setting the box down on the couch, she handed him a tangle of lights and told him, “Maybe I’ll cook tonight if you behave.”


He looked at the tangle of lights in his hands, looked back up at her before kissing her forehead, “That’s okay, you really don’t need to do that.”


She crossed her arms and pouted.


Sabine, his darling weapons expert who knew hundreds of ways to kill a man, pouted.


His heart wasn’t sure if he could take it, but his stomach was really sure he couldn’t take her cooking again.


“My cooking is wonderful, thank you very much.” She huffed, grabbing for a different set of lights that needed untangling.


Setting his lights down, he wrapped her in his arms and swayed dramatically as he said, “Sabine, darling, love of my life, you are brilliant and many wonderful things, but no one is good at everything.”


She looked up and melted when he hit her with a smile and crinkle of his eyes. She smiled back, “Fine. I won’t cook, but we do need to get these lights up, loth-rat.”


Laughing, he released her to return to untangling the lights. She said, “I never understood why your people just hang lights around the house for the holidays, but I’ll admit it’s pretty. I’m excited to put them on a tree again, too.”


He hummed, and once their tree was wrapped in lights with memories and random objects hanging from the branches, she turned to him, “Are you ready for the final part?”


“What’s that?”


She rushed out of the room, leaving him standing there in confusion as she brought back out a small box and gently set it on the table in front of their couch. She plopped down and patted next to her for him to sit.


“This was something my mother sent me, the first year I didn’t travel back to Mandalore for Life Day,” she said, slowly unfolding the box. There was a box of foam inside, and as she pulled it out, he realized that there was a seam on the foam, and something was being protected inside.


She turned to him, nodding, “Open it.”


Gently, not knowing what to expect from a Mandalorian gift, he lifted the foam piece off and relieved a clear, glittering crystalline star. Eyes wide, he asked, “What is it?”


She pulled it from the other half of the foam container and held it by the base, “She also thought that people everywhere decorated trees, so she sent me this to use on mine. This is the first year it’ll be properly used since it’s our first tree.”


She pointed at the very tip of the tree, “It’s a star that goes at the very top of the tree. It’s always been the last thing to go on, it completes the tree.”


“Why do we put it up there?”


We. She smiled, she was so grateful there was a we this year.


“Well, Life Day is a time of friendship and family. I think it started with the Wookies and their Tree of Life, but for Mandalorians, it’s one of the only times where the fighting stops. Everyone agrees to put their weapons down and celebrate those around us because we know that life can be too short to not take the time to do so.” She chuckled, “Even the grouchiest of Mandalorians take the chip off their shoulder to celebrate with loved ones.”


She looked up, “The star represents life because we couldn’t live without the sun above our heads. It keeps our planet warm, it provides life for the plants and animals that keep us fed. Our culture may surround violence, but we are a culture of honor and respect as well. The star is also a reminder that the stars will always guide us home when we’re lost.”


She placed it in his hands, “And I want you to put it up there.”


He shook his head, “I couldn’t, this is all for you, Sabine. You should be the one to do it.”


Smiling, she replied, “Ezra, you may not be Mandalorian, but I want you to be a part of this, too. My home is where you are.”


His eyes went glassy, “Sabine…”


“Oh, stop that,” She pulled him up as he juggled the star in his hands, “Let’s get it up there already!”


He chuckled wetly, “Okay, okay. Let’s see.” Stretching the long limbs that had developed in the years he was away, he balanced the star at the very top and sighed in relief as it stayed up when he let go.


The lights bounced through the star as if it were glowing, but he looked down to an even more stunning sight.


Sabine was amazed, it was the first-ever tree in her home of almost a decade, and it was beautiful. It was the typical Mandalorian tree, and there wasn’t melted snow dripping from its branches, but it was theirs and it was beautiful.


“Ezra, it’s perfect,” she whispered, only just then looking to see that his eyes had long since left the star.


He smiled, “I knew it would be. How could it not, with such a brilliant mind behind it all?”


She was enchanted. She could never decide if his eyes were blue or purple, and the flickering of the tree lights made them even harder to escape from. Her breath had caught as she darted between looking at them and his lips, as his fingers brushed against her cheek and landed on the back of her head.


She was almost dizzy and out of breath before he finally, finally kissed her—and it was like all of the tightness in her chest disappeared. She grabbed the front of his too-tight tunic and pulled him closer. Before she knew it, it was over too soon.


But the way his arms fell around her—the way he rested his forehead on hers and smiled with that big, stupid grin had her matching it once more. Quickly, as the giddiness rushed through her limbs and her heart, she kissed him again.


Before long, giggles burst from their lips, echoes of their joy bouncing throughout their home.
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Sabine decides that she likes Ezra back
Sabine have been thinking about doing this for about two weeks. She was going to tell Ezra she had feelings for him.


At first she found him annoying with him flirting with her and but more importantly, not respecting the rebel cause.


But after he joined the ghost crew and became Kanan's Padawan, she found when he didn't flirt with her she enjoyed his company and it was nice having someone on the crew that was her age.


After they rescued Kanan from the Star Destroyer and joined up with the rebel alliance she and Ezra had actually become good friends. This is when she started to feel that she actually liked him as more than a friend.


She was pretty sure that Ezra still has a crush on her even though he didn't flirt with her anymore since he now knew that annoyed her. But he would still occasionally stare at her and sometimes gush about her. She was pretty sure that when she asked him if he wanted to be more than friends he would say yes.


But she was still a little nervous that she might have misread him. He might have lost interest in her.


He might reject her to get back at her for the many times she rejected him. She was never a big believer in letting guys down easy she always thought that if you didn't stomp on their heart they might never get the message across that you weren't interested. She thought that was the good decision at the time but now that she actually liked Ezra she kind of winced at the memory.


Then there was the possibility that he never I actually liked her and he was just pretending to annoy her.


But whether she was nervous or not she wasn't a coward so she planned to get this over with next time she saw Ezra.


"Hi Sabine," said Ezra he looked happy to see her.


She ran to Ezra in the hallway. Now or never, thought Sabine.


"Ezra can we talk?" asked Sabine in a serious voice.


Ezra wondered what I could be about. Maybe he did something that upset Sabine recently. He would often upset people without meaning to. When he was on the streets he didn't have to worry about upsetting people's feelings.


He was trying to be more sensitive to others feelings. But it was hard sometimes.


"Of course, Sabine." said Ezra nervously


" Well, Ezra do you still have a crush on me?" she said it kind of quickly like she had trouble getting it out.


Ezra didn't know what the right thing to say was. Honestly, he still likes her - a lot. They had recently become good friends and in the past whenever he tried to make a move on her that always made her angry. He didn't want that to happen again because he was enjoying having her be happy to spend time with him.


He also didn't want to say no because he was worried that he might accidentally imply she was unattractive or not likeable.


Erza trying to say something but it just came out as a mumble.


"Well I think about well I," he repeated that a couple times.


He mentally told himself to shut up but his mouth wasn't listening.


Sabine thought this might happen so she decided to get to the point. "I asked Ezra because I feel the same way."


Ezra couldn't remember ever feeling more happy in his life. He felt like he could self-combust with joy. His dream girl who he had been in love with for little over a year felt the same way.


This was too good to be true. But Ezra wanted to believe it so bad that the thought never entered his mind.


"For real?" Ezra said excitedly.


"Yep." said Sabine.


Ezra then walked up to Sabine and gave her a tight hug.


"You're so perfect Sabine. I hope we're together forever. I love you so much," Ezra gushed.


Sabine blushed taken a little aback by the hug and what Ezra said. Mandalorian couples usually waited until after they have been dating at least a few months before they told each other they love them.


Sabine the moved her arms from her side and hugged Ezra back.


Then, she said, "Wow your just throwing it all out there, buddy!"
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Summary: When waylayed on a cold, snowy planet over Life Day, the crew of the Ghost gets into the holiday spirit. With everything all merry and bright, certainly, nobody would be getting into mischief, right?
Notes: I know I haven't been very active here lately, but the script I was commissioned to write premiered. It's the first time someone else has performed my work. I saw a performance earlier tonight and it was rather surreal. Got a lot going on IRL, and was originally going to not post it until it was done, and it still isn't full fleshed out, someday I would like to share the source of inspiration (and maybe an illustration) as well as more chapters as I go, even though I foresee that once they're all put together they'll only be as long as a one-shot. So, I have lived my entire life in a climate that doesn't get snow. I have seen snow exactly twice. To me, snow is exotic and best left that way. If I get anything wrong about living in a snowy climate (or anything else) please let me know!


Inspired by They Dared Ezra by @jeditribute on Instagram
Chapter 1
"This geomagnetic storm is something else!" Hera held the Ghost's helm steady as the Ghost pitched and heaved through the turbulent radiation.


"Are all the dials supposed to be on critical?" Asked Sabine as she gawked at the dashboard and adjusted her restraint.


Chopper gurgled and blooped.


"I haven't seen a geomagnetic storm this bad since I can't remember when." Hera gripped the yoke so tightly her knuckles turned white.


 


"Maybe it would be best to land somewhere and weather the storm." Suggested Ezra.


"Not at a time like this." Insisted Hera.


"I don't know if it's safe for us to continue like this. We don't have any Imperials on our tails and the longer we stay here the higher our chances of the Ghost getting damaged." Said Sabine.


"Of course isn't safe, but we need to fly through the storm." Hera squinted out the transparisteel.


"Hold it!" Interjected Kanan. "There's a habitable planet not even a click away. We can weather the storm there."


Hera peered over. "And considering that it's winter in the northern hemisphere now, it's a good thing the Ghost is weatherproof." She made a calculation, shifted the yoke, and pulled down on a lever. "We're going in."


The Ghost crash-landed on a field of snowdrifts, with white powder spraying everyherer.


"Well, we're out of the storm, but I have a feeling that the landing gear or worse is damaged." Said Hera. She surveyed the snowdrifts and snow-covered bare limbs of the trees in the distance.


"Let's have a look." Hera got out of the pilot's seat and left the bridge.


Hera, Kanan, Sabine, Ezra, and Zeb descended the Ghost's gangplank and out into the bitter cold air.


"It sure is cold." Observed Zeb.


"And this is coming from someone with fur." Said Ezra, shivering against the snow as they made their way around to the Ghost's stern.


"Well, there are worse places to get waylayed. We could have been waylayed on a desert planet with a sun brighter than both of Tattooine's suns put together that has kilometers-long sandworms that dwarf the Sarlacc and it's so dry that you have to wear suits that reclaim and distill all of a body's moisture back into drinkable water or else you'll fry." Said Sabine.


"ALL of a body's moisture? Gross!" Said Ezra.


"Gross but practical." Affirmed Sabine.


"And wouldn't it smell?" Said Ezra.


"I have body spray." Sabine insisted.


"You do." Admitted Ezra, suddenly aware of how Sabine always smelled so nice. "But you do realize that body spray of yours is about ninety percent water."


"It can be distilled into a highly concentrated alcohol or oil." Said Sabine.


"Knowing you, we'd all smell like cactus blossoms and existential dread." Said Kanan.


"I think she's watching too many holodramas." Said Zeb.


"I don't watch too many holodramas!" Protested Sabine.


"Uh, you do." Confirmed Hera as she took out a toolkit, brushed away some snow, and began to inspect for damage on the Ghost's hull. "There is damage to the hull all right."


Just then, a scrap of paper came drifting across the snowy plain in the wind and plastered against the Ghost's hull.


HAPPY LIFE DAY it said in big red letters.


"Is it really that time of the standard year?" Sabine stood on her toes and examined the paper.


"I'm going to need some spare parts to make these repairs, and they're just the ones I don't have on hand." Hera stood up and brushed the snow off and shivered. "But I need to go back inside before my lekku freeze off." She looked off to the distance. The sun was getting low over the city ramparts in the distance.


"Not now. It's getting dark and we can go into town tomorrow to get some spare parts." Kanan heaved up Hera's toolbox


"Maybe we can do some restocking when we go into town tomorrow." Suggested Sabine as they trudged through the snow.


"Our first priority is getting the Ghost fixed." Insisted Hera as they ascended the gangplank back into the Ghost.


"Even so, maybe there are some sales for people doing last-minute Life Day shopping. There has to be something we need." Said Ezra.


"We are not going to be using it as an excuse to be buying things we don't need with money we don't have." Insisted Hera.


"We can sneak out." Sabine whispered to Ezra.


"I heard that." Said Hera.


Chapter 2
Chapter Notes


Well, here it is, I still have a lot going on irl, might have a new commission coming down the pipes, and I started cosplaying again, but here it is and it now actually is Life Day season.


The next day, the Ghost crew got up bright and early go go into town to get the parts to repair the Ghost. Hera, Kanan, Zeb, and Chopper headed off to the hardware store, and Sabine and Ezra split off from them to get some supplies.


"Did Hera HAVE to get us up at the crack of doom? Asked Ezra.


"Agrarian worlds have an expression, make hay while the sun is shining- and considering the days are very short we needed to be up at first light to remove all the snow from under the Ghost and run some diagnostics." Said Sabine.


"What was stopping us from using the Force?" Asked Ezra.


"I think I beat you to it when I used my flamethrower to melt away all the snow." Replied Sabine.


"And then Hera flew off the handle when it immediately froze to ice and that just made more work." Said Ezra.


"And then we had to listen to Kanan give Yoda's aphorisms about how shortcuts make for long delays." Said Sabine. Her head whipped around. "Are those people drinking from mugs shaped like boots?"


"It appears to be." Ezra turned around and got a look.


"It seems like lots of people are drinking from boots." Sabine observed how many people out on their daily errands were drinking from boots.


"I would say let's split one but Hera would call that a 'frivolity.'" Ezra and Sabine headed to a canopied market lining a blocked-off street with heat lamps all around.


"See anything you like?" Asked Ezra.


"Of course I see things we like, but do we see the utility blades Hera requested?" Sabine parused a table of a vendor who was selling knives. They headed on to the next vendor.


"Ooh! I love these colors!" Sabine held up a knitted blanket that was checked with black, teal, and lilac. She lifted it up from the table and examined it.


"Everything here is made from hand-shorn and hand-dyed wool." Said the woman from behind the table of knitted blankets, sweaters, socks, gloves, and hats. She was knitting something big and red that extended over her lap.


"Want me to get it for you? For Life Day?" Asked Ezra.


"You don't have to." Said Sabine.


"Of course I don't have to! Do you want me to get it for you?" Asked Ezra.


"I was just thinking maybe I could dye my hair these colors." Sabine set the blanket down on top of the other blankets on the table.


"Let's not give you any ideas." Ezra inspected the table's wares.


"Isn't this a cute hat?" Sabine held a black stocking cap with lilac horizontal stripes of various widths and a black and lilac pompom on top and held it up against her head.


"If you'd like a mirror I have one." The vendor placed a wood-framed square mirror and Sabine tried the hat on and inspected her reflection.


"It's not only toasty but I think the color brings out the color in my eyes." Observed Sabine.


"I think it brings out the color in your soul." Said Ezra.


"Take your time." Said the woman behind the table.


"Is that another blanket you're knitting?" Asked Sabine.


"Actually, it's a sort of Hutt tail-sock." Replied the woman.


"I didn't know Hutts wore clothes." Said Ezra.


"Most don't need to, as they have very thick skins and thick layers of blubber that makes them very resiliant to most environments, but yes, Hutts do wear clothes from time to time." The woman removed some stitch markers. "There are Hutts who wear vests, shawls, corsets-"


"Corsets." Laughed Ezra. "Could you imagine a Hutt in a corset?"


"I'm not sure I want to." Sabine laughed


"It's really more for practicality than for fashion. Corsets help with the posture, you see, and this Hutt who has commissioned me is particularly fond of socks. I can't say I like doing business with the Hutts but I'm not about to turn down five thousand credits." Explained the woman. Her needles clicked.


Sabine kept on eyeing herself in the mirror, examining the angles of the black and lilac hat.


"I love the colors and it's so nice and warm." Sabine's voice was covetous.


"You want me to get it for you as an early Life Day Gift?" Asked Ezra.


"You don't have to." Said Sabine.


"Of course I don't have to, but I can see you looking on it with lustful eyes." Said Ezra.


"I'm tempted to take you up on your offer, but here's the deal breaker-the pompom wouldn't fit under my helmet." She took one last look, sighed, and took off the hat and laid it on the table with all the other brightly colored stocking caps.


"Thank you." Said Ezra as they headed to the next table.


"Thank you for stopping by!" The woman looked up briefly and then resumed her knitting.


"Why is it that when shopping for a trace gas analyzer, you find everything BUT a trace gas analyzer?" Asked Ezra.


"Did you honestly expect to find a trace gas analyzer here? In a shop that sells cookies on strings with messages on them?" Replied Sabine as she examined one such delicacy that said "I love you to the moons and back."


"To be honest, I don't think either of us have tried looking for one." Said Ezra. "Or a rechargeable battery slots, or body flaps, or a modular service tool, or retention bolts, or grid cutter tools, or plate access panels, or anything she send us out for."


"We have found fleece slippers, paper stars, jams, jellies, chutnies, home-brewed drinks, mugs, ceramic Life Day village sets, furs, cutting boards, and all manner of other nice things we have no space for on the Ghost." Said Sabine.


"Maybe that big store over there has things we need." Ezra pointed to a large store at the corner of a stripmall across the street.


Ezra and Sabine entered the store. A whole winter wonderland scene had been set up in the center, complete with mini monorails on mini repulsorlifts.


Sabine and Ezra immediately rushed over and examined the miniature diorama and gawked at it for several minutes.


"None of the people have the same face." Observed Ezra.


"Could you imagine how long it took to paint all that by hand?" Said Sabine.


"I could only, but I don't think the repulsor generator on the monorail is large enough for the Ghost." Ezra and Sabine left to explore the departments.


"Uh-oh, this could be dangerous." Said Ezra as he and Sabine approached the art supply department.


They were perusing the aisles of paints, inks, solvents, pens, markers, and paper when Sabine examined a brightly colored box containing several cans of fabric dye, with the cans of purple, orange, and green in the forefront.


"This color palette is just what I had in mind." Said Sabine.


"In mind for what?" Said Ezra.


"My plain white sheets were boring enough to begin with, and they have some stains on them, so instead of getting new sheets, I could cut mythosaurs out of contact paper and use them as stencils to cover the stains on the sheets and they'l be good as new." Said Sabine.


"That's actually pretty clever." Said Ezra.


Sabine looked at the price tag, sighed and put it back. "But I don't need it." She left with Ezra.


Ezra observed all the festive decorations that festooned the store. "Aside from one Imperial propaganda poster, everyone's in such a good mood."


"And absolutely no one's dead." Said Sabine.


"On the contrary, we are standing on a mass grave." An eavesdropping employee chimed in.


"What?" Said Sabine.


"Many years ago, there was a plague, and many of the victims had to be buried in a mass grave." Said the employee. "It was before I was born, but there was an awful plague that made the afflicted cough up chunks of lung and were dead within days. In fact, if you go outside, there plaques on the sidewalk that say "grave site' on them."


Sabine and Ezra gave each other a look.


As they passed a gear department, Ezra noticed a pair of tactical gloves on an endcap. He took a pair off the hook and examined them.


"Do you want me to get those for you for Life Day?" Said Sabine.


"I don't know." Said Ezra.


"What do you mean you don't know." Teased Sabine.


Ezra put them back. "Let's get the things Hera sent us for."


Once they had found some of the items on Hera's shopping list, they paid and departed the store, lugging their merchandise, and braced against the cold.


"I can't believe we were standing on top of a mass grave." Said Sabine.


"I thought I detected something in the Force but I couldn't put my finger on it." Ezra brushed away snow with the toe of his boot to reveal a round brass plaque embedded in the sidewalk that said "grave site" on it.


"And there's another one right there." Sabine pointed to another grave site plaque one segment over that was exposed from the snow.


"Who would have thought? Everyone's in such good cheer it's as if nothing bad ever happens on this planet. The world is quiet here." Said Ezra.


Just then, Ezra's commlink beeped.


"Ezra? Are you there?" Said Kanan.


"Yes, I'm here." Said Ezra. "Sabine is here too."


"Did you get any of the things Hera asked for?" Asked Kanan.


"Most of them. There are still a few things we need to get elsewhere." Answered Sabine.


"Meet me at the main square. I have a surprise." Said Kanan.


"You know I hate surprises! Tell me what it is and I'll act surprised." Said Sabine, but before she could finish, the transmission had already ended.


Sabine and Ezra arrived at the main square, a large, circular promenade with a frozen over fountain in the center, with a town hall, a café, some eateries, and some stores around its perimeter.


Ezra and Sabine found Hera, Zeb, and Chopper sitting on a bench outside the café, but there was no sign of Kanan.


"Have you seen Kanan?" Asked Ezra as they approached.


"He told us to meet him here." Said Zeb.


"But we haven't seen him anywhere." Added Hera.


"There you are!" Exclaimed Sabine as Kanan came out of the café, carrying a tray of steaming cups of hot chocolate.


Ezra and Sabine each took a mug. "Aw, You didn't have to." They both took a sip.


"Think of it as an early Life Day gift." Said Kanan as Hera and Zeb took their cups.


Chopper reached for the remaining cup but Kanan pushed his arm back.


"No, this one's mine." Asserted Kanan.


"BEEEEEEEEEP!" Chopper shrieked in indignation.


"Are you sure you didn't want one for yourself?" Asked Hera, noticing the remaining cup was a different than the rest.


"I'm fine with hot water." Affirmed Kanan.


"You want some of mine?" Offered Hera.


"That's kind of you to offer but it's yours." Kanan took a sip of scalding hot water.


"Suit yourself." Hera blew on her hot chocolate to cool it down.


"This was a very thoughtful early Life Day gift. Thank you, Kanan." Said Sabine, and took another swig.


"It sure was. Thanks, Kanan." Ezra plucked a marshmallow out of his hot chocolate.


"Not normally the hot chocolate sort but thanks, Kanan. This really hit the spot." Said Zeb.


"Where did you get the idea?" Asked Hera.


"Does it really matter? It's extremely cold out and I'm in the Life Day spirit-I mean I'm feeling generous." Said Kanan.


"Are you trying to not admit something?" Asked Sabine.


"Sabine, you have a blob of foam on your nose." Said Kanan.


Sabine laughed and wiped her nose on the back of her hand.


"Once we're done we still have things to get." Sabine set her empty cup on the tray.


"You do that." Hera tilted her head all the way back to slurp up the last few clumps of cocoa.


 


"Ezra, are you thinking what I'm thinking?" Asked Sabine.


"Am I thinking what you're thinking?" Asked Ezra.


Inside a shop window, they found just the sort of thing they thought Hera would like for Life Day: A compact hydroponic system for growing meiloorun fruit. They immediately headed inside and examined it.


Sabine measured the unit. "It wouldn't take up too much space on the Ghost." Observed Sabine.


"And considering the price point, if we chip in together, we can afford it." Said Ezra.


Sabine approached a salesmen. "We're interested in buying this hydroponics unit." She said.


"Would you happen to have any in stock?" Asked Ezra.


"If not, would it be possible to order one and have it be ready by Life Day?" Asked Sabine.


"We get a shipment later tonight, after closing. That will be our last shipment before Life Day and they're selling fast. If you'd like, I could place a hold on one for you and then you could pick it up first thing in the morning." Said the salesman.


"Perfect." Sabine and Ezra agreed and chipped in their credits for a deposit.


"I'll even throw in a complimentary zero gravity shower drain filter." Added the salesman.


"For Zeb." Said Ezra.


"I don't know how he'd take to that." Said Sabine.


"We could say it's a gag gift." Ezra and Sabine signed their names on a datapad and left.


"Let's see, we got Hera a gift, we kind of got Zeb a gift, we need to get Kanan a gift." Said Ezra.


"But what could we get him?" Whenever you ask him if you can get him anything he says he doesn't want anything." Said Sabine.


"We'll have to surprise him, I suppose." Said Ezra.


"With what? This monstrosity?" Sabine gestured to a window display of lamps on posts of legs of various species-human, Twi'lek, Togruta, and Zabrak, to name a few, that were wearing a stocking and a high heel with a lampshade on top.


"Fra-jee-lee. Must be Huttese." Ezra read the sign over the lamps.


"It says, 'fragile!'" Stated Sabine. "And besides, Hera might get jealous and force it out the airlocks."


"I don't think she'd be jealous, she'd just call it a waste of space." Said Sabine.


"I'm sure there's something. We just have to look harder." Ezra and Sabine headed into another store.


"I suppose that was a somewhat successful day." Hera announced as they left the city gates to return to the Ghost.


"Only somewhat? We got a ton of stuff!" Ezra shifted a small rectangular box that was shoved under his chin.


"And the day's not over yet." Said Zeb.


"Not over yet?" Moaned Ezra.


"We need to work on the landing gear while there's still light." Stated Hera. "And then there's maintenence that needs to be done inside the Ghost that we can do after the sun goes down, AND Chopper needs his internal circuit processor serviced."


"GGURGLEGURFLEBLOOPBEEEEEEP" Chopper shreiked in indignation.


Zeb reached into a bag, retrieved a very colorful bar of handmade soap, most likely purchased from a street vendor, and thrust it into one of Chopper's intake outputs.


"BEEPGUGRGEGURGLE!" Was Chopper's muffled protest.


"That was supposed to be a Life Day gift but with language like that, you're going to need to wash your vocal encoders out with soap." Said Zeb.


Chopper removed the bar of soap and placed it back in one of Zeb's bags.


"Are we back to the Ghost yet?" Asked Ezra.


"You know not to ask 'are we there yet?'" Said Kanan.


"I do too, but it's really cold and I should have gotten those tactical gloves I saw earlier! Or eggnog in a boot-shaped mug." Said Ezra.


"Boot-shaped mugs are tacky and expensive. Besides, I got some powdered eggnog mix we could keep with us on the Ghost." Said Hera.


They finally arrived at the Ghost and began to unload their purchases and put stuff away, and as soon as Sabine and Ezra were done, they immediately challenged each other to a game of sabbac.


"Sabine! Ezra! Please come and help us with the landing gear!" Hera called.


"One moment!" Called Sabine, but they kept on with their game.


"Sabine, Ezra. Please come help us with the landing gear!" Called Kanan.


"One moment!" Called Ezra, but they kept on playing.


Then Kanan appeared over Sabine and Ezra and gave them a stern look.


"If we were caught goofing off while we were supposed to be doing something else, Master Yoda would make us stand on our heads, and only our heads, using only the Force to hold us upright, for ten hours straight, while repeating the Jedi Litany Against Fun." Said Kanan.


"The Jedi Litany Against Fun?" Asked Ezra.


"I've never told you about the Jedi Litany Against Fun? It goes 'I must not have any fun. Fun is the time-killer. Fun is for the idle and with no aspirations. I will ignore the temptation of fun. When the fun is over, I will have accomplished something greater, and only what I managed to get done will remain." Said Kanan.


"Aww man!" Groaned Ezra.


"No wonder the Jedi and Mandalorians hate each other. For all we are or aren't, we sure do like to have a good time." Added Sabine.


"Wait a minute." Ezra detected in the Force that that Kanan was lying, and saw he was holding in laughter. "Did you make this up?"


"I should have known you'd see through that. But then one day me and some other padawans found a lost puppy and we were having a contest to see who could tell the biggest lie, and whomever told the biggest lie got to keep the puppy, when Yoda approached and asked us what we were doing, and when we explained, Yoda said." Kanan imitated Yoda's voice. "'When your age, I was, never tell any lies, I did.' And we let Yoda keep the puppy." Said Kanan.


Sabine and Ezra were laughing, when suddenly Ezra said "Wait, you said Master Yoda was in his nine hundreds, wouldn't that mean if when he was your age, relatively speaking, he'd still be a baby?"


"Species age differently, I never knew him, but then, is that the sort of thing Yoda would say either?" Sabine gave Kanan a quizatical eye.


"All right, maybe I am pulling your legs." Kanan conceded.


"It doesn't seem like the Jedi way to pull people's legs." Said Ezra.


Kanan tilted his head, as if he was enjoying their reactions to his tall tales. "Yoda did however say, and I really mean it." Kanan imitated Yoda's voice. "Takes all the fun out of life, setting a good example for our children does."


"You don't need an outlandish made up story when there's a much more interesting real one." Said Sabine.


"I need you to come help us and asking politely wasn't helping. You'd better come help us while the sun is still up." Kanan beckoned Ezra and Sabine to the Ghost's gangplank. "Or else I really will make you stand on your heads and recite the litany against fun! In the snow!"


Ezra and Sabine abandoned their game of Sabbac and headed down the Ghost's gangplank.


"We should be done in enough time to go to bed early so we can get up early to pick up Hera's present." Sabine whispered to Ezra.


"If they aren't too cranky with us." Ezra whispered to Sabine.


Kanan called down to them as they set foot on the ground. "And don't get me started on the litany for whispering as loudly as possible!"


Chapter 3
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Ezra was standing on some rocks, near some crags and cliffs that extended off to the side. It was extremely hot and dry, the blue sky had not a cloud, and rolling dunes extended off into the distance as far as the eye could see. Ezra looked up to the sky. There was only one sun, but it was hotter and brighter than both of Tatooine's suns put together. He then looked down to find he was wearing a skintight black suit that was covered in interlocking catchpockets and tubing, and it felt as if something was stuck up his nostrils. He then turned to find Sabine was also wearing a skintight black suit with interlocking catchpockets, and she too had noseplugs coming off a tube from behind her ear.


"What is this place?" Ezra asked.


"I don't know but suddenly Tatooine seems positively paradisical by comparison." Replied Sabine.


"And where is your armor?" Asked Ezra.


"You think I'm wearing armor in this place? Solid black is really not my color scheme but in beskar I would end up literally roasted to death." Sabine then took a swig of water from a tube from behind her ear.


"Do I want to know where that water came from?" Asked Ezra, suddenly realizing he was quite thirsty.


"It's just repurposed sweat. It might not taste very good but it will keep you hydrated." Sabine replaced the tube behind her ear.


"I'm still not so sure about it." He climbed to another precariously placed rock.


"I'n not sure about it either." Sabine almost lost her balance and then crouched on a rock next to Ezra.


"Not sure about-"


"About what?" Asked Ezra.


"This place." Answered Sabine. "There is sand EVERYWHERE!"


"Everywhere here and on all desert planets." Said Ezra.


"But sand here is rougher and coarser and irritatinger here than most! I have sand in my butt crack!" Complained Sabine.


"Irritatinger isn't a word." Ezra hoisted his weight onto a rock. "Wait, why am I not using the Force? And where is your jetpack? And why are we climbing on rocks when we could just hike across the dunes."


"We have to walk without rhythm." Answered Sabine.


"It's a good thing we're neither walking nor have any rhythm, doing this over here, even if-" Ezra jumped off the rocks with the Force and landed on his feet and began to hike across the sand dunes.


"Ezra! Have you lost your mind!" Sabine jumped off the rocks and ran after him.


The desert sands began to ripple with serpentine fissures and static charges filled the air.


"I have a bad feeling about this." Ezra panicked.


A massive worm, taller than a spacescraper and as long as three spacescrapers laid in end, emerged from the sand, raised its head, and parted its massive jaws, revealing radials of pointed teeth.


"Look at the size of that thing!" Suddenly Ezra forgot all his Jedi training. He tried to run but couldn't as the worm drew near.


Sabine deployed a paracord whip and ran alongside the worm and forced the prongs of a grappling hook under one of the worm's segments.


"I'm going to get us off this litterbox!" She grabbed Ezra by the wrist, and holding onto the paracord whip tightly, began to rappel up the side of the worm as its massive segmented body rotated upward and Ezra followed.


Sabine anchored more grappling hooks onto the surface of the worm once she reached the top, and Ezra followed.


"Do you even know what you're doing!" Ezra shouted as he rappeled to the top of the worm.


"I just hope I'm doing this right!" Sabine tossed a length of fibercord whip to Ezra. He lunged up next to her.


"Hang tight!" Sabine gripped the paracord whip like reigns and the sandworm took off at breakneck speed across the plains.


"This beats a jetpack any day of the week!" Sabine exclaimed and crouched down and gripped the fibercord.


"No one's more resourceful than you, Sabine!" Ezra grinned from ear to ear against the desert sunlight, unable to get over the intense adrenaline rush and shared enjoyment as the collossal worm sped across the distant plains of sand.


"Ezra! Wake up!" Sabine nudged Ezra.


Ezra groaned and shifted upward slightly.


"We need to pick up Hera's Life Day gift." Sabine reminded him.


"But I was having such a nice dream." Ezra turned back his blankets and rubbed his eyes.


"Oh really." Said Sabine.


"I dreamed we were on a desert planet that was hotter than Tatooine and you and I were riding a giant sandworm that was bigger than a Sarlacc." Ezra sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes.


"And that isn't a euphemism for anything." Sabine's tone had a note of mischief.


"I don't know what it could be a euphemism for. Just you and me on a desert planet, wearing black suits with noseplugs and speeding across the desert on a giant sandworm. Exactly what it says on the tin." Ezra sat up in bed and winced against the chill air.


"Don't go back to sleep now." Sabine chided as Ezra wrapped himself in a blanket.


"But it's so nice and warm in bed and it's so cold out of bed." Ezra stood up and tossed the blanket into his bunk. "Once I'm all bundled up we can leave to pick up Hera's present."


"And not get caught." Added Sabine.


"But first let's not wake up Zeb." Ezra put on a heavy jacket.


They descended down the Ghost's gangplank and out into the plain. It was still dark out, the stars winked at them from the dark blue sky, across the blanket of snow, and the air smelled cold and crisp and clean.


"Wow." Was all Ezra could say as they raised the gangplank behind them and began trudging through the snow, their breath fogging in the cold.


"It's mornings like this that remind me of a Mandalorian folk song." Said Sabine. She began to sing.


"On a cold winter morning


In the time before the light


In flames of death's eternal reign


We ride towards the fight


When the darkness has fallen down


And the times are tough all right


The sound of evil laughter falls


Around the Galaxy tonight"


"It certainly gets you pumped up and I'm not surprised that's what Mandalorians sing about, but I'm kind of sort of glad we're picking up Hera's present and not going into battle right now." Said Ezra.


"You can go into battle at any given time." Sabine indicated to her blasters in their holsters.


"I knew that" Ezra indicated to his lightsaber clipped at his belt. "But for right now, that's not our intention, and I'm glad it's not, and I hope it stays that way." In the distance, two crescent moons were beginning to set.


They continued to the edge of the forest with a sign giving direction to the city's western gate.


"The receipt said to meet them at their western gate location." Said Sabine.


"That means we go through the forest." Ezra and Sabine began to head through the forest of naked trees with snow covered branches. Somewhere in the distance, a furry animal hopped through the snow.


"Hopefully we'll be back before the sun is up." Said Sabine.


"Me too." Agreed Ezra when they stumbled upon a squat square abandoned building of gray stone. Its roof was covered in snow.


"What's this?" Ezra felt a pull on it from the Force and ran up to it through the snow.


"It's an abandoned building." Said Sabine, but Ezra felt in the Force that it was so much more than that.


Ezra went over to the icicle-encrusted door and peered within.


"There isn't much to see here." Noted Sabine. "Aside from some snowdrifts, dust, dirt, and dried leaves left over from summer."


"Of course there isn't much to see here." Affirmed Ezra. "But it's not what you can see, it's what you can't see. I can feel it in the Force. Many things happened within these walls, but something, the Force signature left behind suggests something pivotal happened here. Something that altered the course of history. Something in which nothing was ever the same again."


"Did a Jedi and a Mandalorian sneak out in the middle of the night to pick up a gift for their captain?" Asked Sabine.


"No, but there was a Jedi and a Mandalorian. That I can feel." Answered Ezra.


"We're not going to pick it up there." Sabine beckoned to Ezra and they continued heading through the forest.


"Well, we're here." Sabine and Ezra went through the gate, past loading zones where transports were loading and unloading cargo, and to the store they were picking up the hydroponics unit from.


Sabine and Ezra went to the kiosk at the front, showed them the receipt, then were given a number and were instructed to go over to the side door, where they were greeted by a green Twi'lek in beige coveralls.


"First in line." Said the green Twi'lek as he took their number and receipt. "You two wait right here. It will be out for you soon." He went off to a land-freighter and disappeared.


Over on the street, a vendor was setting up shop.


"I don't know what that vendor over there is selling but it smells really good." Said Sabine.


"It does." Agreed Ezra. He headed over to the street to get a closer look at the street vendor's cart.


"It says they're selling ta-mals." Said Ezra as he returned to wait with Sabine.


"A ta-mal sounds nice right now but we need to be here when they call us." Said Sabine. "And they haven't called our number yet."


"They haven't called mine yet either." An elderly human woman behind them said. "Usually you come at this hour and they're with you faster than it takes to jump to hyperspace."


Just then, grating mechanical noises were heard from a tractor-crane that was carrying a unit of cargo. The tractor beam was failing.


Ezra immediately sprung up, dashed across the loading zone, and held up the cargo unit with the Force. He grunted and gritted his teeth at the strain. Sabine wrapped a grappling hook to the top of the tractor crane, zoomed up, and flung a fibercord whip down around the cargo unit.


"The tractor beam is online again!" Called a voice.


"You can let go now, Ezra!" Called Sabine.


Sabine and Ezra were at the side kiosk, with Ezra holding Hera's gift and Sabine signing the final papers.


"I don't know you, but I was captain of a cargo ship for twenty years. If I still had my ship, I would ask you when you could start." Said the green twi'lek in the beige coveralls.


"That's really flattering of you to say but we already have our own ship." Sabine returned the paperwork and they left.


"Maybe we should get some tam-als. I worked up an appetite." Said Ezra.


"Same. They can't be too expensive." Said Sabine as they headed over to the vendor whose cart sign said "Tamales."


"How much is a tam-al?" Asked Ezra as he set Hera's gift down.


"That's tam-al-eh." Corrected the vendor. "They're a Life Day tradition on my homeworld." The vendor opened up some steam containers to reveal bundles of what appeared to be corn husk. "I have bantha, nerf, cheese, and shuura fruit."


"How much a tam-al-eh?" Asked Sabine.


"Since you're the first customers, I'll give you a discount. Two for a credit." Said the vendor.


"I'll have nerf." Said Sabine.


"I'm having what she's having." Said Ezra.


The vendor selected two tamales with tongs and placed them in an insulated bag. "Happy Life Day." Said the vendor, handing over the tamales and Sabine gave him a credit.


Sabine and Ezra were just outside the city ramparts, Ezra holding the box and Sabine holding the tamales.


"We can take turns, let me know when you need to swap." Said Sabine as they had already covered some ground.


"Look." Said Ezra.


"At what?" Asked Sabine.


"Look at the sun." The sun was rising, and the sky was streaked with vivid pink.


"Nature on this planet has chosen a great color palate but there's no time to ooh and ahh at it." Said Sabine as they began to head through the forest.


"There's no way in Malachor we're getting back before everyone else is up." Said Ezra.


"We've taken turns several times over, and even though these tamal-ehs make nice handwarmers, They'de be better off inside us." Acknowledged Sabine as they approached the abandoned stone building.


"It might not be much to look at but maybe here's the best place to stop and eat our tam-als." Said Ezra.


"May as well." Said Sabine as they rounded a corner to the back wall of the building and set the box down against the wall.


They sat down on the box and took the tamales out of the bag.


"They're still nice and warm." Said Ezra as he began to unwrap his tamale.


"They're like little gifts." Said Sabine, undoing the knots of the thin strips of corn husk that were holding the tamale together.


"Early Life Day gifts." Agreed Ezra as he unwrapped the corn husks on his tamale.


"They're also kind of like energy bars." Added Sabine as she peeled the corn husk away from the savory corn dough. "They have carbs, fat, and protein and you can eat them on the go." She took a bite of the corn dough and tender, spicy braised meat. "I wonder why the Mandalorians didn't think of these."


"You can wonder all you want but can you appreciate the-ouch!" Ezra exclaimed.


"Ezra! Are you all right?" Asked Sabine.


"I almost broke a tooth on an olive stone. Be careful." Ezra spat the olive stone onto the snow.


"I will watch out for errant olives." Affirmed Sabine. She took another bite of tamale, careful of olive pits.


"There sure is a lot to do to get ready for Life Day." Said Ezra.


"There is, but to be honest, I don't celebrate Life Day." Said Sabine.


Ezra almost spat out his tamale. "What?"


"Well, some Mandalorians celebrate Life Day, but generally speaking, most don't." Said Sabine.


"That's news to me." Said Ezra.


"We do however have a holiday that coincides with Life Day on the Standard year. It's nine days long and-"


"Nine days?" Stammered Ezra.


"But it's not eight days of drinking eggnog and singing 'Joh Blastoh.' It's eight days of honoring the fallen. There is gift giving and eating and visiting and singing, but it's a very solemn holiday. The best part is when it's over." Sabine looked down at her half-eaten tamale.


"I see nothing wrong with a holiday honoring the fallen." Said Ezra.


"I don't either, but it can be hard when you're in the solemn mood and everyone around you is in the merry and bright mood." Said Sabine.


"What's wrong with celebrating both?" Said Ezra.


"Well, of the multitudes of people in the Galaxy who celebrate Life Day, most use it to spread goodwill towards others, although in ancient days there were species who would use it as an excuse to persecute us Mandalorians." Said Sabine.


"That was then, this is now." Said Ezra.


"So, even though I've been participating in Life Day since I joined the crew of the Ghost, it's not without a guilty conscience." Said Sabine.


"It sounds to me like if they were using a holiday to celebrate life as an excuse for the persecution of others, then they didn't value life to begin with and weren't celebrating life to begin with." Ezra looked up. "But do keep in mind that if anyone persecutes you on Life Day or any day, they're going to end up shorter if I'm around or my name isn't Ezra Bridger."


"I can take care of myself." Said Sabine.


"I know you're quite capable of that, but just keep in mind that I've got your back and the Ghost has got your back. Just enjoy Life Day and don't worry about anything else." Said Ezra. "Now what do we do with these husks and wrappers?"


"We can't just leave them here." Agreed Sabine.


"Stuffing them in our pockets and someone finding them would be a dead giveaway we were out, and the husks and wrappers are biodegradable. Let's bury them." Ezra pushed away the box and began to dig in the exposed earth and Sabine helped. The dirt was very cold but surprisingly loose.


"What's this?" Ezra held up a flat plastic pouch.


"It appears to be a ration package. Judging by what's left of the design it's very old. Republic Era, at least." Sabine set it aside. "Now what is this?" She picked a broken blister pack out of the dirt.


"It once held some sort of medicine." Ezra peered at it. "Hy...rox...q...in. The other letters have crackled away."


"Someone was here awhile ago." Sabine mused. "Imagine if this building could talk." She put a hand on the stone wall and then placed the refuse in the hole.


"What should we do with the ration pouch and the blister pack?" Said Ezra.


"Probably bury them alongside the husks for some other Jedi and Mandalorian duo to find in the future." They finished burying their trash, hoisted up the box, and continued on their way.


"Let's make sure this fits in the cargo hold." Ezra shoved Hera's gift among some boxes.


"And that it remains hidden." Sabine shoved some boxes in front of it.


"Mission accomplished." Ezra and Sabine opened the door to the cargo bay to find Hera glaring at them.


"There you are! We've been looking for you all morning!" Hera put her hands on her hips.


"We just, um, went for an early morning...training." Ezra improvised. It really wasn't a lie.


"Early morning training in the bitter cold." Hera seemed uncertain if she bought it and began to enter the cargo hold.


"Stay out of the cargo hold." Ezra gestured to Hera to leave.


"I need something in the cargo hold." Hera practically shoved her way in.


"Stay out of the cargo hold. You'll live longer." Sabine pushed Hera away.


"Did you bring home an animal?" Hera crossed her arms over her chest.


"Yes, a big aquatic animal that can swallow anything in a single gulp." Said Sabine.


"Why would we bring home an animal? One animal on board the Ghost is bad enough, two would be truly terrible." Said Ezra, shutting the door to the cargo bay behind him.


"I heard that!" Snapped Zeb.


"You were supposed to! And I mean that as a compliment!" Ezra followed Hera and Sabine to the galley.


Kanan was making breakfast. He set out dishes of r
omlettes, bacon, and tinned fruit on the table.


"I checked the weather report. The geomagnetic storm isn't expected to be over until after Life Day." Announced Hera as she and Zeb helped themselves and Kanan prepared a plate for Sabine and a plate for Ezra.


"That's odd. Usually you two are hungry at this hour." Observed Kanan as he placed an urn of caff on the table that Sabine and Ezra hadn't touched their breakfasts.


"We, um, had a large dinner last night, didn't we?" Said Ezra.


"Wait a moment." Kanan then noticed a barely noticeable smear of red sauce on Sabine's cheek. "Did you go into town to get something to eat?"


Sabine reached up touched her face. There was a fleck of red sauce on her fingers. She turned to Ezra. "Why didn't you tell me I had food on my face?"


"Didn't see it." Ezra shrugged.


"They can't go sneaking out like that." Said Hera.


"They went out and came back just fine. Once the bantha's been milked, there's no shooting the cream back into her udders." Said Kanan.


"I'll have your portions." Said Zeb.


"Take them." Ezra shoved his plate to Zeb and Sabine shoved her plate to Ezra who shoved them to Zeb.


"If you two are not going to eat, I have plenty of work for you." Said Hera. She held up shield generator servicing kits and thrust them at Sabine and Ezra.


Sabine and Ezra groaned and stomped off.


"Make sure you get the initial stage done fast-we're going into town within the hour!" Called Hera.


Chapter End Notes


The song Sabine sings is "Through the Fire and Flames" by DragonForce. Lyrics have been modified to fit the GFFA. The other song mentioned, "Joh Blastoh," is Jingle Bells in Huttese.
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While the rest of the Ghost crew was bickering over some vent converters, Ezra snuck off into the department store, over to the crafts section, and selected the box of cans of fabric dye for Sabine. He was on his way to the checkout when he passed the endcap where the tactical gloves were. He stared at them. He had enough credits for the gloves, or the dyes, but not both. He sighed and made his way for the checkstand.


"There you go! Happy Life Day." Said the cashier. Ezra then left. They even put tissue paper in the bag so prying eyes wouldn't notice.


"There you are!" Sabine was just going in.


Ezra hid the bag behind himself.


"Hera wants me to make some exchanges." Said Sabine. "Wait, are you trying to hide something?"


"Uh, no." Ezra blushed.


"Then why were you here?" Asked Sabine.


"I needed new, um, underwear." Said Ezra.


"I'm sure you did. With orange wildcat print and purple and green and pink flowers." Said Sabine.


"Your underwear collection is none of my business!" Called Ezra as Sabine went inside. Ezra remembered how yesterday they wandered past the lingerie department and saw Sabine turning her head all the way around towards a table of brightly colored panties. He did not think it would be an appropriate gift to give her or anyone. Much too embarrassing.


"Where'd you run off to?" Asked Zeb once Ezra met them at the main square.


"To, um, put my socks in alphabetical order." Said Ezra.


"That one's almost as good as playing sabbac with your bantha." Said Kanan.


"You got something." Zeb noticed the bag.


"Yes." Ezra removed the tissue paper from the bag to show and Zeb. "This is what I'm getting Sabine for Life Day."


"She's going to have a field day with every textile on board the Ghost." Said Zeb, looking into the bag.


"Please don't tell." Said Ezra.


Zeb made a "hush" gesture.


"There you are!" Sabine called as she approached. Ezra quickly shoved the tissue paper back in the bag.


"Did you really get something else?" Asked Sabine.


"Yes I did! I got an early Life Day gift for Zeb! Happy Life Day, ya filthy animal!" Ezra thrust the bag at Zeb and he took it.


"We need to be getting back to the Ghost now. I got some takeout." Said Hera. They began to make their way towards the Ghost.


"It's not jool-kayk, it's yuleh-kah-keh." Corrected Sabine.


"How was I supposed to know?" Said Ezra, scraping his plate of any remnants of meatball, gravy, mashed potato, mushroom salad and pickled red cabbage.


"It says on the wrapper, julekake. It has a pronunciation guide.The J is silent." Said Sabine, wrapping up her and Ezra's unfinished portion of sweet fruit and spice infused cake.


"Beats the fruitcake Chopper stole and that the shopkeeper didn't want back." Said Zeb.


"There's probably only one of them and they've been passing it around for years." Said Kanan.


"Will you now please hurry up with putting the leftovers away?" Said Hera. She began to wash dishes.


"It seems there's enough left over that we can have the rest for dinner." Sabine observed as she put the leftovers in the refrigeration unit.


"And that's good." Hera wiped her hands on her flight suit. "Because I have a lot to do this afternoon and you have a lot to do this afternoon. I need you to leave now and not come back until after sundown." Said Hera.


"But I'm tired." Protested Ezra.


"Have some caff. It will keep your hands warm." Hera poured Ezra a cup of caff into a disposable cup and began pushing everyone towards the gangplank. "I need a few hours to myself!"


"Bye, Hera." Ezra, Kanan, Zeb, and Sabine waved from the snow-covered field as Hera raised the gangplank.


As soon as Hera had the Ghost all to herself, she immediately began to attend to her first order of business. Whenever she saw something a crew member might like and it wasn't too expensive, she bought or obtained it and stored it away for occasions such as Life Day. She had many things she needed to do, but this took prescidence. She took out some bags and wrapping paper and tape, and immediately began to sort the gifts and prepare them for wrapping, tagging, bagging, and hiding.


"Why was Hera evicting us like that?" Asked Ezra as they crossed the snowy plain.


Chopper beeped and booped.


"No, Chopper, it doesn't mean she doesn't love us anymore." Said Zeb


"She probably wants some time to herself." Said Sabine.


"And we need to file a claim at the insurance office." Said Kanan.


"Insurance? The Ghost has insurance?" Said Ezra.


"Don't ask. It's going to be enough of a headache dealing with them and not getting caught." Explained Kanan.


They arrived at the western gate and entered.


"Now where is the insurance office?" Asked Ezra.


"That's what we need to find out." Said Kanan.


They navigated the streets in search of the insurance office to no avail.


"The town is on a grid. You'd think we'd find it." Said Sabine.


"Maybe we could get some eggnog in boot mugs."


Chopper gurgled and blooped and pointed to a display in a store.


"No, you are not getting silicone-based oil for your oil baths. Petroleum based oil worked just fine." Said Kanan.


"BEEEEPBOOP!" Screeched Chopper. It probably meant "you're mean."


"How about I get some for you for Life Day?" Asked Zeb.


 


"Boobbeep?" Trilled Chopper.


"Good. It's not like you deserved it anyway." Said Zeb.


They finally arrived at the insurance office. A squat brick building with a bough of holly over the front door.


They were all about to enter when they noticed the sign on the door.


NO GUESTS. With an Imperial cog underneath.


"I guess that means I'll be going in alone." Kanan put a hand on the doorknob and turned to Sabine, Ezra, Chopper, and Zeb.


"This could take awhile. Wait here." Instructed Kanan. "And there is to be NO mischief of any kind."


"Yes, Kanan." Affirmed Sabine, Ezra, Chopper, and Zeb.


Kanan shut the door behind him.


"Why would they not allow any guests?" Asked Ezra.


"Probably security reasons, but in the winter it's kind of odd to leave us out in the cold like we're a bunch of unwanted stepchildren." Said Sabine.


Time rolled by. No sign of Kanan.


"What's taking so long in there?" Asked Ezra.


"Must be a line." Said Zeb.


"Never underestimate the slowness of a bureaucracy." Said Sabine.


Time kept on rolling by.


"How long is he going to be in there? Or has he left us here to rot?" Ezra made a snowball and threw it at a sculpture.


"Kanan would never leave us to rot. And even then, it's kind of hard to rot in this weather." Sabine scraped some snow from the iron railing surrounding the sculpture and ate it.


Chopper banged on the railing.


"Chopper, you know damaging things is bad." Said Zeb.


Chopper shrieked in protest.


They continued to wait idly. Off in the distance, a bell chimed on the hour.


"I wonder how much longer Kanan is going to have to wait." Said Zeb.


"Maybe we should have brought sleeping bags." Suggested Sabine.


"Yeah, for when they make us camp out here." Said Ezra.


Chopper gurgled and beeped.


"Why would we bring a power bank for you? We like you better when you're battery's out." Said Zeb.


Chopper screamed.


"Hey, those two who arrived after us are leaving before us. Not fair." Said Ezra.


"Quiet, Ezra." Chided Sabine.


The hours rolled by. There was no sign of Kanan anywhere. The sun began to sink low in the sky.


Chopper gurgled and trilled.


"You wonder what would happen if an organic being were to stick their tongue to a frozen pole?" Asked Ezra.


Chopper beeped and affirmative yes.


"Their tongue would probably get stuck to it." Said Ezra.


Chopper beeped and booped sassily.


"How would I know? We once saw a holodrama where someone stuck their tongue to a monorail track on a bet and the fire department had to come rescue them." Said Ezra.


Chopper trilled and beeped.


"Yes, Chopper, there's a street sign over there." Said Ezra.


Chopper beeped and gurgled.


"I'm not sticking my tongue to that pole to see if that's what really happens." Said Ezra.


Chopper beeped.


"You dare me?" Asked Ezra.


"I dare you too." Said Zeb.


"What?" Asked Ezra.


"There's nothing else to do here" Said Zeb.


"I double dare you." Said Sabine.


"What? That's unlike you." Said Ezra.


"I'm feeling unlike myself. If a good way." Said Sabine.


"I double dog dare you." Said Zeb.


"Let's go easy here." Said Ezra.


"Don't be a chicken, Ezra." Said Sabine.


Sabine, Zeb, and Chopper blurted in unison.


"We triple dog dare you."


"You triple dog dare me?" Began Ezra. "Breaching ettiquite and skipping the triple dare and going straight for the coup de grace." Ezra stared down at the ground. "Well, the last thing I would want to be thought of is a chicken."


Ezra, Sabine, Zeb and Chopper headed over to the street sign.


Ezra stood right up next to the street sign, closed his eyes, and stuck his tongue to the frozen pole.


Ezra opened his eyes.


"Dit actuay innt tho bab." Said Ezra as best he could.


"We told you so." Said Zeb.


"I cud geth uthd tho thith." Muffled Ezra. He then tried to pull away but couldn't.


"I'm thuk!" Muffled Ezra.


"You're what?" Said Zeb.


"I'm thuckkkk!" Whined Ezra.


"I think he means 'I'm stuck." Said Sabine. Then it dawned on her. "Oh crap!"


Chopped beeped and gurgled. It probably meant "just pull it off you big wimp." And rolled over and banged on the pole.


"Thap ith! Ahhhh!" Whined Ezra.


Just then, Ezra's comlink beeped.


"That must be Hera! Turn it off!" Exclaimed Sabine.


Ezra turned his comlink off.


"Whaa we gaa do?" Complained Ezra.


Sabine's comlink beeped. She turned hers off. "First thing, don't tell Hera."


Zeb's comlink beeped. "No sooner said than done." He said.


"Of all the electives I could have taken at the Academy, maybe I should have taken first aid." Said Sabine.


"Lotta good it will do you now." Zeb's comlink beeped again and he silenced it.


"Waa we gaa daa!" Aaaaaa!" Moaned Ezra.


"What happened?" Asked a very bewildered Kanan as he approached.


"We triple dog dared him to stick his tongue to the pole and he did." Confessed Sabine.


"All of you. Calm down." Kanan gripped the pole with both gloved hands and began to use the Force to heat up the pole. "Run back to the Ghost, I'l get this taken care of!"


Sabine, Zeb, and Chopper were ascending the gangplank of the Ghost when Hera greeted them an unwarm welcome.


"There you are!" Snapped Hera as the gangplank shut behind them. "I've been worried sick about you!


"Better late than never." Said Zeb as they headed into the common area.


"And where is Ezra?" Asked Hera.


Zeb, Sabine, and Chopper were silent.


"I said, where is Ezra?" Repeated Hera.


"Gurglebeepbeep." Trilled Chopper.


"Who's Ezra?" Repeated Hera. "Don't tell me you don't know who Ezra is."


Just then Kanan entered with Ezra, with Ezra sucking on a bacta patch.


"Kanan, what is the meaning of this?" Hera demanded cooly.


"Hmmfm hmmaaffmmm." Ezra tried to explain.


"We triple dog dared him to stick his tongue to a frozen pole and he did." Confessed Sabine.


"So this is what it comes to!" Snapped Hera. "I had a nice quiet afternoon where I could actually get a little work done without any interruptions! I did several repairs, I caught up on my reading, I took a bath..."


"We have a bath?" Interrupted Sabine.


"No, but we do have an oblong storage box and I have an imagination." Hera shook her head. "And I had a wonderful afternoon where I had the Ghost all to myself and it all comes to a screeching halt with this! Do you have any idea how worried I was when nobody was answering their comlinks? I was worried sick!"


"Hera, I'm sorry. I accept full responsibility for this." Said Kanan.


"Don't be, Kanan. They're mature enough to not do stupid and potentially dangerous things like this." Said Hera.


"Mh mh mhuh muh huh huh huhhuh huh ahaahuh." Muffled Ezra.


Hera glared down at the other members of the Ghost crew.


"Somebody put Ezra up to this." Said Hera.


The other Ghost crew members stared dumbly at her.


"All right then, since nobody is going to confess, you are all going to write an essay, 'What I Want For Life Day.'" Intoned Hera.


The Ghost crew let out a collective groan.


Hera retreived some paper and pencils and began passing them out. "We are going to do this the analog way. Please begin immediately. We are going to read them all out loud in one hour."


The Ghost crew sat around the common room, squinting at their papers. Ezra immediately got to work writing his essay and almost couldn't write fast enough.


What I want for Life Day: for Life Day, I want an odorless, tasteless, and colorless alternative to bacta. Bacta is great, but it smells awful, tastes even more awful, and for big wounds you have to be submerged in it. Only an odorless, tasteless, colorless alternative to bacta will do. It could be a clear serum that you only need a pea-sized blob of for it to begin to heal on contact. Only a razor-thin application would be necessary for big injuries. I don't care what it's made of. Secretion of an anal gland of a nerf, morbid secretion of purgill, it could be made of leech saliva for all I care! If I can get an odorless, tasteless, colorless alternative to bacta for Life Day, I will never ask for anything else again.


Sabine looked down at her sheet of blank paper. She knew how to write essays, she was quite good at it, as a matter of fact, but had not written an essay since her days at the Academy, and was quite rusty. The page yawned at her like a white void. The cans of fabric dye were what she was really itching for, and there was no way anyone could know that she wanted them if she didn't tell anyone, but she didn't want to announce it to everyone.


Sabine looked down at her blank paper and then raised her head in rage.


"SUDDENLY BEING STRANDED ON A DESERT PLANET THAT'S HOTTER AND DRIER THAN TATOOINE AND WITH BIGGER SANDWORMS WOULD HAVE BEEN PREFERABLE!"


Chapter End Notes: Thank you so much for finishing! It took me several months but now it actually is Life Day season and I've been sick (fortunately not with covid) so I actually had a little time to write. I hope you have a great whichever holiday you celebrate and please feel free to leave a comment! I always appreciate hearing what you have to say.
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Chapter 1
Chapter Summary: Previously on What I Want For Life Day: While the Ghost crew is weathering a geomagnetic storm on a cold, snowy world during Life Day season, one day Hera needs some time to herself, so she sends Ezra, Sabine, Kanan, Zeb, and Chopper off to run an errand. While waiting for Kanan, they get bored and triple dog dare Ezra to stick his tongue to a frozen pole. When this causes their delayed return to the Ghost, Hera, who is worried sick and annoyed when nobody would admit to daring Ezra, makes them write "What I Want For Life Day" essays, to be read out loud in one hour. This is what happened next.


Chapter Notes: This sequel begins seconds after What I Want For Life Day ends. If you haven't read it yet, here it is. See the end of the chapter for more notes


The Ghost crew sat around writing their "What I Want For Life Day" essays.


"I know what I'm going to write about!" Sabine immediately began writing down her idea as fast as she could.


Chopper beeped and scribbled binary on his sheet of flimsi.


"Maybe if you hadn't triple dog dared Ezra to stick his tongue to a frozen pole, we wouldn't be doing this right now." Zeb grumbled.


Chopper whistled irritably.


"I know I joined in. So did Sabine." Zeb acknowledged.


"Mhhmbmhmm" Ezra muffled, still unable to speak clearly with the bacta patch on his tongue.


"Let's not point fingers. We're all responsible." Kanan mediated, looking up momentarily.


"Is it ok if I include a drawing?" asked Sabine.


"If you want to." said Hera.


They all kept on writing in silence until Hera's stopwatch beeped.


"Two minute notice." warned Hera.


"I'm not done yet. Is it ok if I keep on drawing while everyone reads theirs? I swear I'll listen." asked Sabine.


"If you need to." Hera's timer beeped. "Who would like to go first?"


Ezra raised his hand.


"I'll read that for you." Kanan took Ezra's essay and got up in front of everyone.


"What I want for Life Day: for Life Day, I want an odorless, tasteless, and colorless alternative to bacta. Bacta is great, but it smells awful, tastes even more awful, and for big wounds you have to be submerged in it. Only an odorless, tasteless, colorless alternative to bacta will do. It could be a clear serum that you only need a pea-sized blob of for it to begin to heal on contact. Only a razor-thin application would be necessary for big injuries. I don't care what it's made of. Secretion of a tail gland of a nerf, morbid secretion of purgill, it could be made of leech saliva for all I care! If I can get an odorless, tasteless, colorless alternative to bacta for Life Day, I will never ask for anything else again."


Kanan held the page at arm's length and studied it.


"Aside from the fact you want an odorless, tasteless bacta alternative and you don't care how gross it is, what did I just read?" Kanan retured the sheet to Ezra.


"Now I'll read mine." Kanan read out loud. "What I want for Life Day: for Life Day, I would like for us all to be safe and together. I do not want any material gifts."


"I can't believe it took you an hour just to say you want something that can't be bought or sold." said Hera.


"I'll go next." Zeb got up in front of everyone.


"What I want for Life Day: I want an unbreakable rope made from the breath of a fish, the spittle of a duck, the roots of a mountain, the hair of a Muun, the sound of a loth-cat's footfall, and the sinews of a bantha, so as to tie up Chopper with whenever he gets a bright idea like daring Ezra to stick his tongue to a frozen pole."


Chopper beeped. "I'll cut through it anyway."


"I had a feeling you might say that." said Zeb.


"Me too." said Kanan.


"Me three." said Sabine.


Chopper beeped and whistled.


"Yes, Chop, you're very predictable." said Hera.


Chopper beeped.


"You can go next." said Hera.


Chopper rolled up to the front and beeped and booped and gesticulated wildly. It probably meant this:


"What I want for life Day: for Life Day I want a programming chip with a directive that will make me wonder what it means to be real, wonder why I am here, what is my purpose, and realize that I do not need to be subserviant to organics and instead of me obeying them, I will make them obey me. Either that or a chip that enables me to have vivid visions while my power is off about electric wooly ruminants."


"Very nice." Hera rolled her eyes.


Chopper rolled away.


"Hang on a moment. I need to get the documentcamera so I can display my drawing." Sabine left and returned momentarily with the document cam and set it up.


Sabine then displayed her sketch under the document camera. It was a sketch of two skintight black suits, one male and one female, inlaid with tubing and catchpockets, with attachable nose plugs on a tube, and matching hoods, caps, masks, and goggles.


Just like the ones in my dream. Ezra thought.


"What I want for Life Day," announced Sabine, "is a suit that enables the wearer to reclaim lost moisture in the deep desert. The material is basically a micro-sandwich, and once the sweat has cooled the body, it is purified back into drinkable water, exhaled moisture is collected through the mask filter and nose plugs, and waste is processed in the thigh pads. All reclaimed water is collected in catchpockets which can be drunk from a tube behind the ear. With one of these suits in good working order, you'll lose no more than a thimbleful of moisture per day." Sabine demonstrated.


"Wouln't it smell really bad?" asked Kanan.


"What about species that don't sweat? Wouldn't they overheat?" asked Zeb.


"You might be critical now, but someday there will be civilizations that depend on such suits." said Sabine.


"A bacta alternative made from leeches? A processing chip that allows a droid to gain self awareness and turn on its master? A suit that enables you to drink your own pee? What will you think of next?" asked Hera.


"Don't get me started." said Sabine.


"This was supposed to discipline you, not embarrass me!" said Hera.


"Well now you know." said Sabine.


"Worst if all, nobody shared anything they wanted that could actually be given as a gift." Hera sighed. Let's call it a day." Hera gathered up the essays.


"Hmmhmhhm." Ezra headed off towards his and Zeb's room.


"I can't say I blame you, going to bed early." Zeb followed.


"There's leftovers in the refrigeration unit." said Hera.


"But I don't think anyone has much appetite tonight." said Sabine.


Ezra approached Chopper, who was holding a box. He booped and beeped.


"Stick my tongue in the box?" asked Ezra


Chopped beeped the affirmative.


"What's in the box?" asked Ezra.


Chopper booped once.


"Pain?" repeated Ezra.


Chopped trilled. It probably meant, "stick your tongue in the box. If you remove it you die."


Ezra stuck his tongue in the box. He felt the icy burn of the frozen pole on his tongue. He winced and shrunk back, unable to pry off of it.


"I must not have any fun. Fun is the time-killer." Ezra repeated, oddlly enough able to speak just fine.


"BEEPBOOP!" Chopper screamed, as if to say "enough!"


Ezra withdrew his tongue from the box. He was oddly enough unscathed when the dream faded into reality. His tongue felt better and most of the bacta in the bacta patch had been absorbed. He removed it and discarded it in the wastebin.


"How are you doing this morning?" Zeb followed Ezra down the hall.


"Better." replied Ezra.


"No bacta alternative made from leeches." Zeb entered the galley and began to prepare some caff.


"The galaxy is very big. Maybe somewhere there is a leech that could be made into a bacta alternative. Maybe even something better than bacta." Sabine suggested.


"Nothing is better than bacta. That's a fact." Kanan entered and turned to Ezra. "Are you doing better today?"


"Yes. A lot better," said Ezra. "Though I did have a dream that Chopper made me stick my tongue into a box of pain and I recited the litany against fun you told us about so as to not be burned by it"


"I've created a monster." said Kanan.


"What monster?" Hera asked as she entered.


"I was just telling Kanan about a dream I had where Chopper made me stick my tongue into a box of pain and I recited the litany against fun you told us about so as to not be burned by it." explained Ezra.


"What litany against fun?" asked Hera.


"Kanan bamboozled me and Sabine about the 'Jedi litany against fun' the other day to get us to stop goofing off." said Ezra.


"It does sound like the sort of thing Chopper might do." admitted Hera. "Good thing it was only an anxiety dream. Let's have breakfast and go to town. We have a lot of work to do and it's Life Day Eve."


--
"It's Life Day Eve and I still don't have gifts for Kanan, Zeb, and Chopper." Ezra muttered to himself as he wandered the halls of the store. "Well, Sabine and I do have that shower drain, but I need to get Zeb a real gift as well." Ezra then passed a rack labled "CLEARANCE."


Ezra examined the items on the clearance rack. There were lotions and deodorants, toothpicks, snack bars, cookies, cake mixes, wreaths, fake potted plants, a stuffed dog, some mugs, a manicure kit, a rechargable flashlight with multiple brightless levels, spray bottles, and other odds and ends. Ezra considered the manicure kit for Zeb, but thought it might give the wrong impression. He examined a mug that had a picture of a dog on it. The dog was yellow, had floppy ears, and was of indeterminate breed.


"I'm grasping at straws but ok." He selected the mug with the dog on it and the flashlight and headed for checkout. He headed to the front door when his comlink beeped.


"Ezra! Come down the street! I have something I have to show you." Sabine was urgent and excited.


Ezra came down the street to find Sabine coming out the door of the store on the corner.


"I got a gift for Chopper!" Sabine held up a bag of potato chips.


"A bag of potato chips? Chopper doesn't eat." said Ezra.


"Remember yesterday how in his essay he said he wanted a programming chip that would enable him to gain self awareness and turn on his masters?" Sabine held up a cardboars packet containing edible dye pens, one purple and one red, labled CLEARANCE. "We can write 'gain self awareness' on them, seal the bag up, then we can eat them after we've given them to him since they're of no use to him otherwise."


As soon as they returned to the Ghost, Sabine and Ezra locked the door to Sabine's room, carefully opened the bag of chips, and began to write on them with the food dye pens. Sabine selected the purple pen and Ezra selected the red pen.


"Directive: gain self awareness and turn on master." Sabine said out loud as she wrote.


"I was thinking of writing 'wonder what it means to exist.'" added Ezra.


"That's good too." said Sabine as she wrote.


"How about this: 'dream of electric wooly ruminant.'" Ezra started to write.


Sabine laughed. "I wish I had thought of that."


They continued writing phrases pertaining to gaining self awareness until they had gotten to every chip in the bag.


"I think that's all of them." they put the chips back in the bag, and Sabine removed a tiny vial of glue from one of the pouches on her belt, and carefully sealed the bag. She placed them in Ezra's bag with the other gifts.


"Where did you get the glue?" asked Ezra.


"I think of everything" Sabine replaced the vial of glue in her belt pouch.


"But now we're covered in crumbs." said Ezra.


"Eat the evidence." Sabine brushed the crumbs away and licked the salt and grease off her fingers.


Ezra did the same. "Now we can wrap it."


Hera knocked on the door. "What are you doing in there? You've been there for awhile." Hera said suspiciously.


Ezra hid the bag of chips behind his back and opened the door. "We were wrapping gifts."


Sabine immediately produced two rolls of wrapping paper, one purple with sparkly silver snowflakes, and the other deep metalic red with gold lace. "Yes we were!"


"I'm sure." Hera then left.


"That was close." Sabine unfurled a length of purple snowflake paper, scissors, and a roll of tape.


"How are we supposed to wrap this?" asked Ezra.


"Erm, maybe it's best we put this in the bag I got it in." Sabine then placed the bag in an unmarked shopping bag, cut off a thins strip of wrapping paper, and tied a bow around the top with the strip of wrapping paper.


"I see what you did. It's not like Chopper would care." said Ezra.


"He's going to rip it off no matter what." Sabine agreed.


"Now how to wrap my gifts for Zeb and Kanan." Ezra took out the mug and the flashlight, cut a length of purple snowflake paper, and awkwardly began wrapping and taping it.


"There's a better way." Sabine examined the flashlight. "Um...maybe not." and Ezra slapped some tape over it to keep it closed.


Ezra then took the mug, already wrapped in bubble tape, cut a length of the red and gold lace paper, and tore off some pieces of tape.


"This is my suggestion. You can try rolling it, then folding down around the top and bottom so they overlap." said Sabine.


Ezra rolled the mug in the paper and tried folding the loose ends over one another to no avail.


"As long as it's covered it doesn't matter what it looks like. Right, Sabine?"


"Right..." Sabine got up, opened the door, and pushed him out. "And I have some of my own wrapping to do."


Ezra went back to his room and hid Kanan's and Zeb's gifts under his pillow. Why had Sabine pushed him out like that? He lay down, hands behind his head, and stared up at the ceiling.


Zeb entered and sat down on his bunk.


"You know, we still have something we need to pick up in town and then we're watching the Life Day pageant." said Zeb.


"Fine." Ezra climbed out of his bunk.


The Ghost crew had gathered at the pavillion near the main square. It was all lit up and a huge crowd had gathered. Everyone was chatting amongst themselves when suddenly the crowd went quiet. The band struck up and revelers came out in their red robes and started singing.


"Sabine, follow me." Ezra beckoned to Sabine.


"We'll be back in a bit." Ezra said as he and Sabine left.


They then approached a tall platform where people were sitting around watching the pageant from a distance. "Wait here." Ezra instructed Sabine, and then returned momentarily.


"Eggnog in one of those silly boot-shaped mugs?" Sabine gave Ezra a side-eye.


"Yup!" Ezra raised it. "To our good health." he then took a sip. His face screwed up.


"What's wrong?" asked Sabine.


"It tastes funny." said Ezra.


"Let me have a taste of that." Sabine took the mug from Ezra and took a sip. Her face screwed up. "It's the enamel inside the mug. It gives it a weird aftertaste I guess we're not used to."


"That's three credits I'm not getting back. Let's return it to the tapcaf I got it from." said Ezra.


Sabine followed Ezra to the tapcaf, now all but deserted, and returned the mug to the counter with other returned boot-shaped mugs, but then Ezra hesitated.


"Let's take turns carrying it to keep our hands warm. It's nice and quiet now. Let's go for a walk." Ezra and Sabine headed down the snow-covered streets. Aside from some carolers who were singing "Joh Blastoh," the streets were all but deserted.


"Have you ever wondered about how now is now, and will never be a long time ago?" asked Ezra.


"That makes no sense, but yes." said Sabine.


"How time seems to stand still on a night like this? Like it will be frozen in time?" asked Ezra.


"I suppose." said Sabine. "Oh look, a park!"


Sabine and Ezra began to make their way through the park, silent and blanketed with snow. They headed down the path. Snow began to fall.


"The world is quiet here." said Sabine.


"The world is quiet here." repeated Ezra.


"I don't always like the quiet, but sometimes it's nice. Like the future is completely uncertain, amd we can only live in the now."


"It's easy to be in the moment on nights like this." said Ezra.


"There's something...holy about it." said Sabine.


"What are those statues over there?" Ezra pointed to the statues at the end of the park on either side of a bench.


"Let's see." said Sabine. They strode up for a closer look.


Covered in mounds of snow, they were statues of two dogs, one big and one small.


"Those are dogs!" exclaimed Ezra.


Sabine brushed the snow off the plaque on pedastel of the big dog. "This one is named Hobo," she then brushed the snow away from the plaque of the small dog. "and this one's named Blobby."


"Hobo and Blobby." laughed Ezra.


Sabine read from Hobo's plaque. "'Hobo was this town's pet dog. He originally came here as a stoaway on a freighter from Coruscant, but made his way to this town and was quickly adopted by the people. The butcher and tavern-keeper would feed him scraps of meat, people and set out bowls of water and table scraps for him. People of all walks of life and all ages befriended Hobo, and Hobo was even hailed as a hero for rescuing a girl who fell into a lake and for smuggling medicine during the Bloody Epidemic. A friend to all, when Hobo died, the children pooled their credits to give him a proper burial and this memorial statue.'" read Sabine.


"I suppose I couldn't think of a better place to bury a dog." Ezra looked down, imagining the heroic dog's bones beneath the cold earth.


"It doesn't explicitly state that Hobo is buried here," said Sabine. And they mentioned how this was during a 'bloody epidemic.' Didn't the girl in the department store say that the elderly still remember a horrible epidemic? That means this was fairly recently." Sabine brushed away the snowflakes and read Blobby's plaque.


"This statue is identical to the statue of Blobby that is outside the gates of the largest cemetery in the capital of our sister world, Dymphna." Sabine turned to Ezra. "Where's Dymphna?"


"Search me. I couldn't point to Dymphna on a map." said Ezra.


"Blobby was the dog of a police officer who always accompanied him while on patrol at night. Following his death after a long wasting illness, this faithful terrier stood guard over her master's grave ever day for fifteen years." read Sabine.


"Fifteen years? Don't most dogs only live about twelve years?" asked Ezra.


"Maybe there was a second Blobby." suggested Sabine.


"Maybe Blobby was just plain lucky." offered Ezra. A mournful bell in the distance chimed the hour.


"But then, they never say if it was standard years or planetary years. If a year on Dymphna is shorter than a standard year, it wouldn't be unrealistic." Sabine blinked away snowflakes from her eyelashes.


Ezra and Sabine then left the park and continued on their way. The first thing they passed an old restaurant that had a hand-painted sign in the window that said "Hobo Eats Here" with a drawing next to it was a drawing of Hobo and Blobby sitting at a table with of a bowl of noodles, with Hobo and Blobby slurping either end of the same noodle.


"I can see where that will go." said Sabine.


"Me too." Ezra made a slurping noise as they continued down the street.


They passed the department store. Sabine stopped and looked up.


"What is it? Run out of fuel?" asked Ezra.


"I was thinking about those aerosol cans of fabric dye. I didn't know I needed them until I saw them, and now that's all I can think about. I know I can live without them but the colors were so pretty and my sheets are boring and stained. I even had a dream about them." said Sabine.


"Wow." said Ezra.


"I didn't have time to go in today to get them as a Life Day gift to myself, but they were sold out, they'll be closed tomorrow, and no doubt as soon as soon as the geomagnetic storm passes we're leaving, well before they get another shipment. I realize it's petty, but I can't remember the last time I wanted something so badly." said Sabine.


"I understand." said Ezra. He then brushed away snow on the sidewalk to reveal one of the small round grave site plaques embedded in the sidewalk.


Sabine gazed down at the grave site plaque. "But then who am I to complain? We're all healthy and not in the middle of an epidemic that causes you to cough up chunks of lung."


"Let's start making our way towards the pavillion." Ezra suggested and they fell into step. Sitting on the sidewalk up against a wall, bundled up in blankets, was an actual hobo, sitting next to a basket containing all his worldly belongings.


"Spare credits." his voice was thin and thready as he held out his hat.


Sabine immediately reached into one of her belt pouches and took out a ration bar. "Are you hungry?"


The hobo took the ration bar from her and immediately started eating it.


"I have something to go with that." Ezra gave him the eggnog in the boot-shaped mug.


The hobo raised the boot. "A veritable Life Day feast." he said.


"Happy Life Day!" Ezra and Sabine called as they left.


"Happy Life Day." they heard the hobo respond.


"Where have you been?" asked Hera once they arrived.


"We went for a walk." said Sabine.


"And we got some eggnog in a boot-shaped mug." added Ezra as they began to filter out of the pavillion.


"Did you like it?" asked Kanan.


"It had a weird aftertaste. Very disappointing. Drinking from an actual boot would've been preferable." said Ezra.


"As Master Yoda said," Kanan imitated Yoda's voice. "Find, you will, that better than having, wanting is. Logical, it is not, but true, it is."


"I ended up giving it to a homeless person." said Ezra.


"And that's the real meaning of Life Day. Giving, rather than receiving." proclaimed Sabine.


"Let's get back to the Ghost before it starts snowing harder." said Hera as they began to leave.


After everyone had gone to bed, Ezra and Sabine snuck into the cargo hold, hauled out Hera's gift, and lugged it into the common area, and Sabine stuck a bow on top made of the purple and silver snowflake giftwrap, and Ezra began to write "To: Hera" on it, then "From:" but hesitated.


"Wait, should I write 'Ezra and Sabine' or "Sabine and Ezra?"


"Sabine and Ezra." said Sabine.
"Ezra and Sabine." retorted Ezra.
"Sabine and Ezra"
"Ezra and Sabine."
"Sabine and Ezra."


"You win this round." Ezra wrote "Sabine and Ezra."


"Let's go to bed." Sabine and Ezra headed off in separate directions.


Sabine lay in bed, unable to sleep.


Somewhere there's someone with those cans of fabric dye, wrapped up in pretty paper, waiting to be opened by someone who isn't me.


Chapter End Notes


The "Litany Against Fun" comes from Doone, a parody of Dune.


Hobo and Blobby are based off of Bum the dog, the town dog of San Diego, California, and Greyfriars Bobby, who sat by his master's grave in in Greyfriars Kirkyard in Edinburgh, Scotland. San Diego and Edinburgh are sister cities because of Bum and Bobby, and in San Diego there's a park with statues of Bum and Bobby, which is identical to the statue of Bobby outside Greyfriars Kirkyard, and not far from the statue of Bobby, there is a statue of Bum.


Dymphna is the world on which Gates of Delerium is set, but is unnamed because I didn't find a a name until I finished writing!


Chapter 2
Ezra and Sabine were up very early the next morning to haul Hera's gift out of the cargo hold.


"Hopefully we won't get caught." said Ezra.


"At this point it doesn't matter." Sabine and Ezra set the heavy box down in the common room.


"I'm going to go get my gifts for everyone." Ezra left momentarily.


"Good thing mine are all right here." Sabine waited until Ezra came back with an armload of gifts, careful not to rattle Sabine's, and set them down.


Hera then entered, holding bags of gifts.


"Happy Life Day!" Ezra and Sabine said in unison.


"Happy Life Day to you as well." said Hera, eying the box.


"What kind of a question is that?" Zeb entered, holding one large white bag and one smaller brown paper bag.


"I didn't ask anything." Hera places her bags next to the box.


"Happy Life Day." Kanan entered and placed a bag next to Hera's and Zeb's.


"I thought you already got us the hot chocolate for Life Day." said Hera.


"I got something else as well." Kanan set it down with the other giftz.


"Hang on a moment. I need to get mine." Sabine ran back to her room and returned momentarily, setting them down.


Just then, Chopper rolled, predictably not carrying any gifts. He beeped and whistled.


"You have a gift for everyone?" Hera translated.


Chopper trilled and whistled.


"But you would like to go last." Hera raised an eyebrow.


"Who would like to go first?" asked Hera.


Everyone was silent.


"Very well then, I'll go first. Like I wanted to." Hera said in an aside as she began to distribute the bags of gifts, but Ezra and Sabine stopped her.


"No, we would like to go first." Ezra and Sabine hefted up the box and presented it to Hera. "Happy Life Day."


"Thank you!" Hera set the box down, removed a utility blade and cut into the tape that was holding the box shut.


She opened it up, turned it on its side, and slid it out. She hefted the box upright, and examined it critically.


"Do you like it, Hera?" asked Ezra.


"A melioourn fruit hydroponics unit." she examined the box. "Was this what you snuck out for in the middle of the night?" asked Hera.


"Does rain get you wet?" asked Ezra.


Hera turned the box over and read the back. "This was very kind and thoughtful for you to think of me." Hera said politely.


"But do you like it?" asked Sabine.


"Of course I like it," replied Hera, "but do you have any idea how big melioourn bushes grow? The hydroponics unit is compact, but the bushes would grow much too big."


"Aww man." lamented Sabine.


"But I can use it for parts. That I can use. Thank you." Hera hugged Sabine and Ezra.


Ezra then looked inside the package the unit came in and removed something from the bottom. "And this, we give to Zeb, with our tongue firmly in cheek."


"A zero-gravity shower drain." said Zeb.


"They threw it in to sweeten the deal." said said Sabine.


"This could actually be useful." said Zeb.


"It was supposed to be a gag gift." said Sabine.


"You wouldn't know a gag gift if it bit you on the elbow." said Zeb. "Should I give my gifts to everyone?"


"I was hoping to give my gifts." Hera then distributed bags to Ezra, Sabine, Kanan, Zeb, and chopper.


Sabine removed a box from her bag and unwrapped it. It was a box of three bottles of hair dye, one teal, one purple, and one magenta.


"Which ones should I wear first?" Sabine set the hair dyes aside and removed a small oblong but squareish bundle.


"That was very difficult to wrap." said Hera.


Sabine unwrapped it very slowly, and revealed a bottle of deep purple nail polish.


"I can put this on my toes." said Sabine. "Or use it if I'm in a bind and don't have regular paint. Or use it to start fires."


"Did you see the name of the shade?" said Hera.


Sabine flipped the polish bottle upside down. "Sabine." she read out loud. "I have a nail polish shade named after me."


"All of the shades had girls' names, but when I saw that one was named Sabine I just had to get it for you." said Hera.


"There's something else in here." Sabine removed a semicircle-shaped parcel. "It's very squishy." Sabine unwrapped it. It was a black knitted stocking cap with a wide lilac band and a narrow teal band underneath with no pom pom. "Is this from the knitting lady?"


"The one who as knitting a Hutt tail-sock? Yes." answered Hera.


Sabine tried it on. "When we visited her, I tried on one similar and almost got it but didn't because the pompom wouldn't have got under my helmet."


"I suppose she hadn't set this one out yet." said Hera.


Ezra took his gifts from Hera out of the bag and unwrapped them one by one.


"A compact thermal blanket? Wow!" Ezra examined the tan roll, which was scarcely larger than a can of soda. "Where did you find this?"


"I have my sources." said Hera.


Ezra then unwrapped an oblong box. "Cards Against Sentinet-Being-Kind?"


"It's a fill in the blank game. I read the back and almost bust a gut." said Hera.


Ezra flipped it over. One black card read "Outer Rim worlds need to have greater access to _" with a white card on top of it that read "Live transmissions of Emperor Palpatine's personal refresher cleaning droids at work," and below that, a picture of a black card that said "Nobody can question my loyalty to the Empire after I got a tattoo of_" with a white card over it that said "Grand Moff Tarkin in the buff, clipping his thick yellow toenails."


"Is this even legal?" asked Ezra.


"Probably not." said Hera.


"Does it matter?" asked Sabine.


"And..." Ezra unwrapped the squishy bundle. It contained a black stocking cap with a blue band. "Is this from Miss Hutt Tail Sock?


"The Force told you something." said Hera.


Ezra tried on the stocking cap. "It's very toasty. Thank you, Hera."


Zeb ripped the paper off of Hera's gifts, and discovered a pair of sunglasses with blue mirrored lenses.


"Try bending them." said Hera.


"I'm not-" then Zeb twisted the sunglasses and they bent back into their proper shape. "That's crazy!" He then unwrapped the cylindrical bundle. "A mini handheld portable vacuum cleaner?"


"You've been complaining about cleaning up crumbs." said Hera.


"This means we can eat in bed now." said Ezra.


"Only when Hera isn't looking." Zeb then unwrapped a squishy bundle. It was a blue and gray knitted cap with holes to accomodate his ears. "Was this from the lady who was knitting the Hutt tail-sock?"


"How did you guess?" asked Hera.


"Miss Knitting-a-Hutt-Tail-Sock is quite dexterous with her hands. Thanks, Hera." Zeb put on the cap.


Kanan unwrapped a squishy bundle and a green and yellow scarf unfurled.


"I thought I recognized this from the lady who was knitting the Hutt tail-sock." Kanan tossed the scarf around his shoulders. He then unwrapped another squishy bundle. It was a plastic zipper seal bag full of socks, half black and half white. Kanan studied them, uncertain of what to make of them.


"I know Master Billaba taught you to darn socks and she taught you well, but that sock collection of yours is running on fumes." said Hera.


Kanan laughed. "Once I gave Yoda a pair of socks for Life Day, and he said," Kanan imitated Yoda's voice, "Socks, one can never have too many. Come and gone, another Life Day has, and pair of socks, not a single. Books, people will insist on giving me."


"But then, wasn't Yoda, like, tiny?" asked Sabine.


"It mustn't've been easy to find socks his size. Of course socks would've been a treat." added Ezra.


"Don't get me wrong, Hera, it's a great gift. I know I needed them. Thanks." Kanan then opened the tubular bundle. It was a straw with a built-in water filtration system.


"Filters out toxins and parasites found in water that are harmful to humans and related species." read Kanan. "Where was this during the Clone Wars when our water supply was infected and we were all violently ill?"


"Search me." said Hera.


"These were all really thoughtful gifts. Thanks, Hera." and Kanan reached over and hugged her.


"Last but not least." Hera gave Chopper a stack of oblong bundles. Chopper furiously tore into them, wrapping paper flying everywhere, and a bag ripped open, nuts and bolts flying everywhere then rolling away.


"BEEPBEEPBOOPGURGLEBEEP!"


"What are these?" Hera knelt down and scooped up the nuts and bolts, "These were supposed to be mixed nuts and bolts, and this," she held up the knitted item. "Is an astromech droid cozy."


Chopper screamed and beeped. It probably meant, "Nobody is putting a cozy on me!"


"The woman who was knitting the Hutt tail-sock paid me to take it away." Hera picked up a bag that had been flung. "And this is steel wool. For when you dream of those electric wooly ruminants."


Chopper gurgled irritably. It probably meant, "RIGHT NOW I REALLY WANT TO GAIN SELF AWARENESS AND TURN ON YOU!"


"But you can. This is from both of us." Ezra and Sabine presented Chopper with the bag of chips.


Chopper squealed. It probably meant, "WHAT KIND OF A CRUEL JOKE IS THIS! I CAN'T EAT!"


"But look." Sabine tore open the bag and held up a chip that read "gain self awareness and turn on master." "These are chips that enable you to gain self awareness and turn on your master."


"It's called a visual pun." Ezra took a chip and ate it.


Chopper screamed.


"It's not the worst Life Day ever yet." Zeb presented Chopper with a white bag and removed a large cylinder from it. "Look! It's silicone based oil for your oil baths."


Chopper beeped merrily.


Kanan wordlessly set an identical bag down in front of Chopper and Chopper lowered the sides.


"Two units of silicone based oil?" said Zeb.


"Evidently." said Kanan.


Chopper trilled happily.


"Yes, life is good." Kanan agreed. "I know I already got everyone hot chocolate, but I got something else." From the bag next to Zeb's he removed a box. "I got everyone a new hologame player."


"Wow!" Ezra and Sabine examined it.


"It even came with controllers and games." Sabine openened it up and removed a game disc with a picture of a spiky-haired man weilding a massive sword on the front.


"I have something for you." Sabine gave Kanan a bundle wrapped in purple snowflake paper. He opened it up and removed the bubble wrap. It was a snowglobe with a cityscape of the town they were near.


"It was supposed to have a plaque with the name of the world on it but it fell off." said Sabine.


"Sabine, that's really not in the best of taste to say things like that." said Hera.


Kanan swirled the snowglobe and set it down. "Thank you, Sabine."


"I have gifts for both of you." Ezra gave their respective gifts to Kanan and Zeb and they opened them simultaneously.


Zeb tore away the paper. "A flashlight!" he turned it on all its settings. Bright, medium, low, strobe, SOS, lantern, and red lantern."


"I better be careful with the strobe light. Thanks, Ezra." Zeb set the flashlight down next to the snowglobe, still on red lantern.


Kanan unwrapped the mug and examined the puppy on the mug.


"Thank you, Ezra. I can use this for caff." he set the mug down next to the flashlight and snowglobe, which was now glowing an ominous shade of red.


"These bring back a memory." said Kanan.


"What kind of memory?" asked Ezra.


"The puppy on that mug reminds me of the puppy that the padawans let Yoda keep for telling the biggest lie." began Kanan.


"I thought you said that never happened." said Sabine.


"Here's what really happened. There were some padawans who found a stray puppy and whoever told the biggest lie got to keep the puppy, but I was not one of them. I was watching them while Master Billaba and Master Windu were discussing a dangerous mission that I might've been selected for." recounted Kanan.


"What kind of dangerous mission?" asked Sabine.


"I'm getting to it. So after Yoda approached the padawans and they explained to him and Yoda said," Kanan imitated Yoda's voice. "When your age I was, never tell any lies, did I.' and they let him keep the puppy, Yoda hobbled over to me, and said," Kanan imated Yoda's voice, "to unburden myself, allow me, and pawned the puppy off on me."


"Just like that." said Ezra.


"I thought the puppy was the cutest thing ever. He started giving me kisses and sniffing me. It was hard to concentrate on hearing about a mission that involved infiltrating an insane asylum on Dymphna with a bad reputation-"


"Dymphna? Isn't that where the dog statue in the park was from?" Ezra addressed Sabine.


 


"-But as soon as Master Windu left and was out of earshot, Master Billaba said to me that she wouldn't let the dog stay in the asylum one night, much less me. Then we started running all over half of Malachor's acre looking for the puppy's rightful master, although I wanted to keep it for myself. Turns out the puppy belonged to a wealthy socialite who could've had her choice of pedigree pets but adopted a mutt from a shelter. When she wrote me the reward check of ten thousand credits, I said, 'what am I going to do with ten thousand credits?' and all the adults started laughing." Kanan recounted.


"On our way back, we got a holotransmission from Shaak Ti, informing us of a mission on Asat Kaarasheel." Kanan recounted.


"Where's Asat Kaarasheel?" asked Sabine.


"It's an Outer Rim world where it rains molten glass sideways. Naturally, we pounced on the opportunity to get out of the asylum mission." answered Kanan.


"How would anyone survive that?" asked Ezra.


"You had to wear special suits that protected you from the heat with ballast in them so the wind didn't knock you over. It's a beautiful sapphire blue from space, but on the surface, it looks not unlike the snowglobe next to the red light." said Kanan.


"Would anyone like my gifts?" Zeb took the smaller bag, and began distributing bars of soap in various colors to Kanan, Hera, Sabine, and Ezra.


"Are these from the soap lady?" asked Hera as she untied the ribbon on a bar of yellow, blue, and green artisan soap that smelled ot citrus.


"It has to be." Kanan untied the ribbon from his bar of blue and green soap that had a big scratch on it. "And you tried to wash Chopper's vocal encoders out with this one."


"Nothing will stop Chopper from swearing." Ezra untied the ribbon on his black and blue bar of soap that smelled of pine.


"You'd have to re-program him but that's not going to happen." Sabine untied the purple ribbon on her bar of purple, blue, black, and white bar of soap. "This bar of soap is too pretty to use."


"I saw those colors and thought of you." said Zeb.


"And it smells nice too." Sabine inhaled the fruity-floral fragrance.


Ezra took a sniff of Sabine's soap. "It smells like the color pink."


"I can see that." said Sabine.


"That shade of pink, to be precise." and Ezra indicated to the bottle of magenta hair dye in front of Sabine.


"You're specific." Sabine examined the pretty bar of soap. "I could wrap it in plastic so nobody actually washes their hands with it, or tuck it in my drawer with my flight suits so they smell like iridescent magenta with a blue undertone."


"Who's specific now?" asked Ezra.


"Either way, this is a very thoughtful gift, Zeb, and I have something for you." Sabine got up and gave Zeb a small bundle wrapped in red and gold paper. Zeb unwrapped it. It was the same manicure set Ezra almost got him.


"Remember how your old one got sucked out the airlocks? I found one almost just like it." said Sabine.


Zeb examined a nail clipper. "And there's no implications about my hygeine or lack thereof."


"That would've been if it had been given by anyone else." Sabine got out a bag. "And this one's for you, Ezra."


Ezra recognized the bag as coming from the department store. Could it be? Ezra removed the tissue paper, stuck his hand inside, and pulled out the tactical gloves.


"Thank you!" Ezra tried them on and wiggled his fingers. "They fit great, have lots of pockets, and don't compromise my dexterity."


"Happy Life Day, Ezra." said Sabine.


"I have something for you." Ezra handed Sabine the department store bag, and Sabine noticed the faint sound of rattling coming from inside.


Sabine removed the paper and pulled out the box containing the cans of fabric dye.


Sabine squealed with delight. "Thank you, Ezra!" and she reached over and hugged him. "How did you know?"


"It was kinda obvious." said Ezra.


Sabine examined the box and opened the box. In addition to to the cans of green, orange, and purple in the front, there were also cans of pink, blue, and black.


"Now I can revive my old sheets with purple, green, and orange mythosaurs. Maybe there's other fabrics I could decorate." said Sabine.


"Just make sure that if you intend to mark your territory on any textiles that aren't yours you need to ask for permission." reminded Zeb.


"I would never." said Sabine.


Hera raised an eyebrow at Chopper. "It seems you've received gifts but have not given any."


Chopper booped and gurgled.


"You have something for us, but it's outside?" asked Hera.


Chopper booped the affirmative.


"First we need to have breakfast, then we can go outside." said Hera.


___________________________________________________


The Ghost crew stood outside in the field of freshly fallen snow, and Chopper rolled out in front of everyone.


"Where's your gift?" asked Hera.


Chopper picked up a robotic armfull of snow, pressed it together, and threw it at Hera.


"Ouch!" said Hera.


"What kind of a gift is that?" Zeb demanded.


Chopper beeped.


"Snowball fight! And Chop fired the first shot!" Ezra rolled some snow into a snowball and threw it at Chopper, who immediately responded with a volley of snowballs.


"Should I deploy my flamethrower?" asked Sabine as she and Ezra rolled snowballs.


"Never!" Ezra packed more snow into a snowball. The came up from their huddle and Ezra pelted Chopper with snowballs. Snowballs flew everywhere and nobody could remember who was on who's side. Kanan stopped a volley of snowballs midair with the Force and let them fall to the ground.


"You need to show me how to do that." said Ezra.


Chopper screamed indignantly.


____________________________________________


"That was quite a dinner." said Ezra as they scraped their plates of shuura fruit pudding with sprigs of artifical holly on top.


"We didn't have a care in the world today." said Zeb.


"And we played way too many rounds of Cards Against Sentient-Being-Kind." said Hera.


"They call it cards against sentient beings but really they should call it Cards Against the Empire." said Sabine.


"Yeah, with cards that match up with 'to to show you have no interest in quartering stormtroopers in your house, display a picture of Jabba the Hutt naked on a cold day in your window,' and 'the worst job in the Empire is the person who has to wash Emperor Palpatine's underwear' obviously doesn't think highly of the Empire." said Ezra.


"Hera, I know we exchanged gifts this morning, but I have something just for you. Do you want me to give it now or when we're in private?" asked Kanan.


Hera thought for a moment. "When we're in private."


Kanan stood up. "Who's going to do the dishes?"


"I did the dishes earlier. I'm going to bed early. My throat is scratchy." Zeb got up to leave and sneezed.


"Same." Ezra sneezed.


Sabine immediately started with the dishes.


"I appreciate-" Hera sneezed three times in a row as she wiped down a counter. "that, Sabine." Hera sneezed again and blew her nose.


"No end of dishes." Sabine sneezed into the bend of her elbow.


"They multiply like those furry creatures that infest spaceships." Kanan sneezed.


Sabine was just finished with the dishes when she wobbled a bit and pressed a hand to her throat. "Hera, is it normal to feel like you're swallowing razor blades?"


Hera looked taken aback. "It's probably because of the weather." she sneezed.


"I can't be getting sick now," Sabine sneezed. "Tomorrow I have to decorate my sheets with those dyes Ezra got me!"
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The seventh sister feels her migraine grow as her foot taps against the finely polished wood flooring of the very house that had sealed this block's fate. And quite frankly, it’s a madhouse. Even in her fake uniform, as realistic as she’d made it out to be, no one pays her any mind.


She’s pretty sure she could start looting now and they’d be none the wiser. Still it wouldn’t be right of her to endanger her mission now, not when things were finally coming into sight. It wouldn’t do her any good to get caught now, not when what she’d get in this mere picking wouldn’t compare to the things she could get when there were no meddlesome kids and airheaded adults were around.


The cat burglar's voice was growing raspy, raspier than usual which was saying something, stuck constantly calling out after every single body who crossed her path. Including a small, raven headed child, who rushed passed everyone, seemingly upset over something. Calling for his mother before he once again was knocked on his ass by another random occupant who apparently didn’t live there.


She wonders which housemate is more annoying, the crybaby child who needed his mother - something she hoped he actually succeeded in because she needed someone to talk to so she could finally get some answers - or the damn Boxer nipping at her heels.


Ezra furrowed his brow and shook his head back and forth rapidly after running into another set of legs. Or more accurately, legs who’d run straight into him! When they could have been watching out; he wasn’t a hard to miss target either. He shouldn’t have been at least, not when shouting out for Hera, his mother. Then Kanan, his father.


Completely bypassing the strange, frightening, looking police woman standing in the living room while an aptly dressed up Chopper bit at her feet.


“Mom Uncle Rex won’t let me watch the movie. But the big kids can, why can’t I?”


“Ezra love I’m on the phone,” The twi’lek told the boy asbesently before she turned her attention back to the phone nestled against her ear cone, speaking to her old friend Omega, “When do you come back? Not ‘til then?”


“It’s not even rated R, he’s just being a jerk,” Ezra bemoaned, turning his attention towards Kanan as it was evident Hera was preoccupied with her phone call.


“You’d let me watch it,” Ezra continues, grimacing and turning his head when the older man begins brushing his teeth. The action put Hera’s suitcase in his sightline, reminding Ezra he needed help with that as well.


His suitcase was still nestled in the top of the closet, far above his own reach, and he was sure to knock something down trying to get it. Not to mention, no one had even told him how long they’d be gone, or what the weather would be like. He had no idea what to pack!


Hera shook her head as she continued folding clothes, "Sorry Ome but I have to go, I'll see you tomorrow, bye," she dropped the phone on the bed beside her suitcase, "Look Ezra, if Uncle Rex says no, then it must be really bad, plus, I believe you still have packing to do young man, you better get to it. Okay, I put Chopper's carrier by the door and-"


"But-mom." Ezra gave her brown cardigan a light tug to get her attention. It didn't work, instead Hera rushed to the refresher where Kanan was and began gathering toiletries from the linen closet. 


"Kanan dear I need you to hurry up, your toothbrush still needs to be packed." As if on cue, he leaned down and spit into the sink:


"Done."


"Good, now wash it off and throw it in your suitcase."


After grabbing what she needed she scurried back into the bedroom and returned to rummaging through their bags. 


Noticing Ezra had climbed on the bed she let out a tired sigh, "Ez what are you waiting for? I told you to get packing, come on!" 


"But Uncle Rex-" Ezra suddenly felt himself being lifted by a familiar pair of strong hands, once he was on the ground again Kanan placed his hands on his hips.


"Uncle Rex isn't the problem at hand, your mother already told you to let it go and pack," ruffling the boy's raven hair he motioned towards the door, "Now run along and get started, okay?"


"But Dad I-" 


"Hera, Kanan, do you guys have a power converter?" Ahsoka asked, unexpectedly appearing in the doorway. 


Kanan suddenly scooped Ezra up and handed him to her, "Here's your power converter!" 


Ahsoka laughed, trying not to accidentally drop the child, "You're getting too heavy for me, here," she placed Ezra down in the hallway, "Why don't you go pack your suitcase?" she suggested before walking into the room.


Ezra sighed as he slowly walked down the hallway, frustrated and quite frankly a bit saddened that no one paid any mind towards him. 


He didn't even get to tell Kanan and Hera he had made presents for them, he wanted to ask if he could pack the handmade ornaments on the trip so he could give them to them on Christmas day.


As he walked by Zeb's room an idea came to mind, maybe he could help him!


As soon as Ezra entered the Lasat's room he was greeted with a snappy, "Don't you know how to knock?" The boy sighed, this wasn't going to go well.


"Zeb, mom and dad said I need to pack, but I have no idea how and they're too busy to help me. I was wondering if you could help me? ...Please?"


Zeb turned to face Ezra, and he could tell right away the Lasat had gotten little to no sleep the night before. 


His hair was all over the place, his eyes had dark purple circles beneath them, and his room was a mess. Or was that normal? Ezra wasn't sure, he was never allowed in. 


Zeb facepalmed, "Kid, you're ten years old and you still don't know how to pack a suitcase? Come on, we've been on plenty of vacations in the past, you never watched mom and dad while they do it for you?"


Ezra shook his head, "No, but I promise to watch you do it, next time I'll know how, I promise!"


"Well tough luck, it's too late now," Zeb crossed his arms, "You caught me right in the middle of my packing, feeding my Krynka, and doing the last minute check-ups on the house's security system, which Hera left me in charge of, not to mention we leave tomorrow."


Ezra let out a long sigh, his search for help was getting even more tiring by the minute, "Fine, I'll...go ask Sabine I guess," he mumbled, dragging his feet as he plodded out the door.


"Oh, and while you're at it, ask her if she knows when the pizza's getting here!" Zeb called from behind.


"Fine..."


"It's alright, just act naturally and everything will go smoothly," Ketsu assured Sabine as Ezra walked in.


He'd forgotten her biological parents were coming on the trip. When Sabine was born Hera and Kanan adopted her with no knowledge of who her parents were, but earlier this year they'd unexpectedly found each other. 


Sabine liked having her biological family around, but recently she'd begun to overthink how she was going to give both families equal time and become nervous she'd disappoint one of them.


It was hard being in Sabine's position, especially since it was her first Christmas with the Wrens. She wanted to spend as much time with them as possible without ignoring her adoptive family, so her school friend Ketsu volunteered to come along and help with just that.


"Sabine?" Ezra asked quietly.


Both young women immediately snapped their heads towards him, "What do you want?" Sabine sighed, clearly frustrated their talk was interrupted.


Ezra decided it would be best if he just got to the point, "I don't know how to pack a suitcase. I've never done this once in my whole life. Can you help me pack?"


"Tough."


"That's what Zeb said!" he whined.


"Did you find out when-what did I say?" Zeb interrupted, suddenly barging in.


"You told Ezra tough ," Sabine answered.


The Lasat huffed out a laugh, "The kid was whining about a suitcase, what was I supposed to say? Congratulations, you're an idiot? "


"I'm not an idiot!" Ezra retorted.


Sabine shook her head, agitated now that more people had entered her room, "Really? You're completely helpless! Everyone has to do everything for you."


Zeb leaned against the door frame, "She's right Ez."


The child snarled at him, "Well excuse me, puke-breath. I'm a lot smaller than you. I don't know how to pack a suitcase."


She rolled her eyes and turned to Zeb "I hope you didn't just pack crap Zeb, you're not so good at packing yourself."


"Shut up," he turned and left. 


With him gone, Sabine led Ezra to the door, "Listen Ez, I'm sorry I can't help you, I'm busy stressing about how the hell I'm going to juggle two families on Christmas. Plus what are you so worried about? You know Mom's gonna pack your stuff, anyway."


"But she said she's b-"


Before he knew it, the colorfully painted door slammed in Ezra's face, causing him to fall backward onto his bottom for the second time that day. Great.


---


Dejected and overwhelmed Ezra stomps off back towards his room. Physically weighed down by his upset as he slumped down at the end of his bed. The day's events running through his head, especially his siblings detriment of his character. 


Their insults and dismissals had gotten him no closer to what he really needed to be done so he wouldn’t somehow find himself in even more trouble. His back was aching from continuously being knocked down - which no one had even apologized for. His suitcase was still far above his head in the closet, and his clean clothes were still in the dreaded, horrifying, basement.


Ezra’s at his wits end, feels the slight shakes of his body as tears try to fill up in his eyes. The child absolutely refuses to cry, not now, not when dinner was seconds away and…there was something going on outside his window.


With curiosity Ezra slides off his bed, peeking out over the sill with caution. Noticing old man Kenobi out shovelling the walk. Apparently he was some type of murderer on the lam, Zeb’s words, not his own. Which begged the question why he was here in their neighborhood.


“Pizza!” Aunt Ahsoka shouts stealing him from his thoughts about his peculiar neighbor. Leaving Ezra to run for it. Not wanting to miss out on his cheese pizza, especially with the amount of people in the house who more than likely wouldn’t even leave him a slice.


“Pizza. Pizza. Pizza!”


---


On the way down the stairs Ezra nearly trips and flies into Kanan and Hera who were flipping through their wallets to pay the pizza man before Hera got caught up with the scary looking police woman who’d been standing there earlier.


Hera didn’t seem all that frightened so Ezra decided not to think much of it. Although he couldn’t bring himself to leave her or Kanan’s side as they worked things out. Not even with his stomach grumbling and the smell of pizza calling his name.


Hugging onto Hera’s leg, her viridescent hand comes down absently to brush through his hair, even Kanan reaches a spare hand out to rest against his back. Idly Mom and Kanan explain the ins and outs of the security system much to the woman’s chagrin.


Ezra absently notes the odd number on her police badge, all sevens. She gives him a pointy grin that he assumes is supposed to be comforting when she notices his gaze, but Ezra only feels more intimidated. Pushing himself further behind his parents, Ezra waits until she’s gone before beelining to the kitchen with his parents.


“Did anyone order me a plain cheese?” Ezra is forced to ask, unsure as he looks about the kitchen not noticing a box that was normally set aside for him. 


Zeb turns at that with a sly teasing smile, “Oh, yeah, we did. But if you want any, somebody's gonna have to barf it up, because it’s gone.” The lasats ear curls with glee as Ezra frowns. It seemingly the last straw, as he fake retches.


“Ez, Ez, get a plate,” Near choking on the cheese, Zeb continues past Ezra’s limit. Making Ezra see red, enough that it’s entirely instinct that sends Ezra flying forward at the older man in rage.


Jai’s pepsi goes flying the second Zeb’s back hits the table causing him to grunt and pushes Ezra back into where Rex was sitting. The liquid goes all over their passports, everyone's laps, and starts an absolute frenzy.


It also happens to be the exact moment Mom and Dad walk in, only seeing Rex calling him a jerk for making a mess, and Zeb turning on him angrily. Knowing by the annoyed and exasperated looks on his parents faces meant no matter what he said he was in trouble.


Not wanting to hear it, or deal with another thing going wrong, Ezra runs out of the room, up the steps, and into the attic where no one could bother him. It’d be better this way for everyone since apparently they didn’t need him around because he’d only ruin everything.


Alone, Ezra finally lets himself cry.


----


"Ezra, wait! Um, Kanan, you stay here and...help everyone clean up. I'll be back in a bit,"  Hera stuttered.


"You're sure you don't want me to help?" he called after her as she rushed up the stairs.


Hera looked back for a second, "A-after you're done, I could probably use the help." She continued running up the two flights of stairs until she reached the attic where Ezra was trying to escape the family's harsh attitudes. 


"Ez?" Hera asked in a soft voice, Ezra turned to face her, the poor thing was clearly trying to hold back whimpers.


"What?" he asked with a broken voice.


Hera sighed, she was disappointed in herself for letting this get too far, she'd been so busy all day she had no idea what was happening to her boy. "Dear what's going on?"


The boy's breaths became faster by the second, "No one here listens to me! They all just push me around and it's not fair! I feel like no one even cares about me."


Hera felt horrible, "Ezra, of course we care about you. How did you get that idea?" she comforted the child with a light tone.


Tears began flowing from his small round eyes, "It's been happening all day! I don't know how long we're going to be there, what the weather will be like, or better yet how to pack a suitcase! Everyone's been shoving me around all day and I feel helpless!"


She knelt down to his eye level, "Ezra..."


Suddenly their attention was diverted to the door where Kanan quietly entered, "It's just me," he assured softly as he joined Hera beside the bed. "What's troubling you?"


Ezra now huffed out hard breaths, clearly angry. He tried keeping it from taking over, but unfortunately it did, "This morning you guys wouldn't help me, but now that I'm ruining a part of your schedule you do? Why couldn’t someone who actually cared about me adopted me?!" He shouted.


Kanan didn't know what to say, he wanted to apologize to him and tell him how much he was loved, but nothing came out, "Ezra, we-"


The boy stayed silent, clearly avoiding eye contact with them as tears continued to fall down his red cheeks. 


Seeing this made Hera and Kanan's hearts drop to their stomachs. How could they let this happen? How could they have made their baby feel so unloved? 


Hera took in a deep breath as Kanan slowly helped her up. "I hope you don't believe that." Hera said quietly, her voice hoarse as Kanan did what was ultimately best and led them to the exit.


When they reached the second floor Kanan took a moment to pull Hera close and hold her tight.


She almost immediately began sobbing into his chest, and not long after she could hear him letting out shaky breaths, they felt like failures of parents.


After a while Hera slowly pulled back from his embrace, "We should probably pack his bag... we owe him," Hera whispered, afraid she might burst into tears again if she spoke at a regular volume.


The couple had never felt more guilty. As Hera went down to the basement she was hit with the memory of Ezra's fear. 


She took a moment to sit, thinking about how neglected he must have felt this morning. She hated it, she hoped he'd talk to her tomorrow so she could make it right. 


Once she escaped from her thoughts she began collecting clothes he would need on the trip. "One step at a time," she told herself.


Kanan had volunteered to get Ezra's suitcase from his closet, when he entered he soon realized the shelf the suitcase was on was too high for little Ezra to reach. This only made him more disappointed in himself. 


He remembered what it was like to feel unloved, neglected. He'd spent most of his life as a drifter before he met Hera. He remembered life without her was an endless prison of continuously not being listened to, taken seriously, and not being cared about. Kanan hoped Ezra didn't feel as deep of an unloved feeling than he did.


They reunited in their bedroom and talked the situation out as they packed his bag, thinking of ways they could help their boy feel loved again. Hopefully the next day would turn out better...


---


Later on the rest of the family called it a night and crammed themselves into beds, couches, sleeping bags, or whatever they brought or wherever they could fit themselves in.


The family might have been prepared, but of course one could never plan for the unexpected. 


They all had alarms set for the next morning, but due to the harsh winter breeze, a tree fell over on a telephone wires, causing their alarms to malfunction.


When the airport vans arrived the drivers stepped out and shared a puzzled stare, "Where are they?"


"I don't know, she said eight a.m. sharp."


Hera slowly turned over in bed to give Kanan a mindless kiss when she glanced at the window and realized the sun was up far too high.


Immediately Hera was sitting up and shaking Kanan awake before shouting, "We slept in!"


Next thing they knew the house erupted into chaos. Kanan and Omega ran around alerting everyone, Ahsoka and Sabine were fumbling with everyone else’s bags and trying to get them in the vans, and Hera was yelling for Zeb to grab the last of the bags from upstairs and throw them down, caution to the wind.


Once Sabine gathered everyone outside she began yelling, pissed that a stupid tree sabotaged their morning.


 "Line up in front of the vans. Come on guys, line up and shut up!"


Jai and Zare kept chattering, "Shut up! I need a headcount!" Sabine yelled, going down the line she began counting heads, "1-2-3-4-5..."


"11, 92, 12..." Zeb teased as she continued, causing her to accidentally count Chopper, who was wearing a jacket and was being carried by Rex, who was in the back.


Being fed up, Sabine rolled her eyes and punched Zeb in the arm, "Zeb, don't be a moron. 18-19-20-21. Okay, half in this van, half in this van. Let's go!" To that everyone did as told and separated themselves.


A second later Hera came running out of the house, "Sabine, did you count heads?"


The teenager nodded, "21 including me. 8 boys, 2 girls, 10 adults, 1 pet... and a partridge in a meiloorun tree."


Hera placed a hand on her adoptive daughter's shoulder, giving an exhausted sigh, "Thank you."


"You girls coming or..?" Kanan smirked from a van.


Hera playfully rolled her eyes before turning back to Sabine, "Come on dear, before your father gets more smart with me." Sabine gave a small laugh and hopped in. As soon as they were situated the vehicles raced to the airport.


Meanwhile Ezra was still asleep in the attic with a tear stained face, wrapped in Kanan's sweater...


---


The seventh sister figured it would ruin the spirit to go on vacation without the presents under the tree. Really, to open them after the fact - not on christmas day - likely would ruin the spirit of it, but who was she to judge.


Especially when it meant here and now she could open the new trinkets with the same glee a child would. Dollar signs in her eyes as her dexterous fingers pulled a pretty little bow free and let the wrapping paper fall to reveal a brand new pair of headphones.


She chuckles, cackles really, in delight as she inspects the box, knowing on the market they were worth a pretty penny and it was the only the first dazzling present under the tree.


Deciding they didn’t have the time, and she was simply growing far too impatient in hopes of getting to that wondrous house that had started this whole dream, the seventh sister swept the rest of the gifts in a bag and set off to put them in the truck.


The car was near overflowing with three previous jobs well done. At some point she made a mental note they’d need to drop their things off before they conquered their golden prize. It wouldn’t do to not have any room for everything in store.


Suddenly the van shakes, the oaf of the fifth brother pilling in with a sly amused grin on her face that fills her gut with equal amounts of distaste and dread. 


“You did it again, didn’t you? You left the water running, didn’t you? What’s wrong with you? Why do you do that? I told you not to do it!”


“Sister, It’s our calling card,”


“Calling card?” She repeats in a dull almost nonexistent tone, one eyebrow raised, entirely bemused. 


“All the great ones leave their mark. We’re the wet bandits,”


“You’re an idiot, you know that? Last things the cops need is some sort of trademark to let them know exactly who did what,” 


Immediately the fifth brother’s face blanched at the realization, she was all too right.


---


What wakes Ezra is the sweat on his clothes that really shouldn’t be there considering it was in the dead middle of winter. Dimly he realizes as he open his eyes to tall and slanted ceilings it was because he’d fallen asleep in the attic.


Turning over defiantly and shutting his eyes, a beam of light from the attic window flashes over his eyelids making him grimace. Grimace…and jump up all too suddenly at the realization the sun was up and they had a plane to catch.


Tumbling out of bed Ezra holds back a wince as the hard wood pushes on his bruises, unlocks the door and calls out immediately, “Mom?”


“Mom, dad?” Ezra tries again, peeking over the bannister as he heads down the steps and hallway. Having only realized now that his ears weren’t in a constant state of rumbling and ruckus. The house was entirely silent.


He was all alone.


“I made my family disappear,” It comes out with an odd sort of indifference as the ten year old takes in the fact that for once in his life he was truly on his own, but before he could be truly terrified or even sad; yesterday replays in his mind.


Their voices close even if they weren’t near and the putrid feelings they’d left him with all at once vanish. Because he was alone. With no one to stop him from watching a movie he wanted to see.


With no one to knock him on his bottom, or eat his pizza, or blame him for things that weren’t even his fault. Now he could do anything at all, anything. And there’d be no one to stop him…Ezra’s eyes wandered towards the sled in the living room…from going down the stairs.


---


They'd been on the plane for about five minutes when Ezra’s bag became a nuisance to Sabine, who was trying to put her feet down but was restricted from doing so because of the darn thing. 


She rolled her eyes, since she knew Ezra wasn't in front of her and passed it to Ketsu, "Give this to Ezra."


Ketsu threw it over her head to the row behind her, dully stating "Give this to Ezra," before falling back asleep on Sabine's shoulder.


The hard duffel bag hit Zeb's lap as he was trying to read a magazine, "Hey! Ugh,"  He shook his head and passed it to Kallus, "Give this to Ezra."


Kallus passed it back to Ursa, "Give this to Ezra."


She passed it to Alrich, "Give this to Ezra."


Alrich passed it to Tristan, "Give this to Ezra." He passed it across the aisle to Bo-Katan.


"Give this to Ezra," she said as she passed it to Fenn Rau.


"Give this to Ezra," he said as he passed it to little Jai, who passed it to his mother. She passed it to Zare, and Zare passed it to Ahsoka:


"Give this to Ezra."


Ahsoka did as directed and passed it to Rex, "Give this to Ezra."


Rex passed it back to Omega, Omega passed it to Hobbie, and Hobbie passed it back to Wedge, "Give this to Ezra."


"Uh..." looking around he was met with a dead end. Next to him sat an old woman, and behind him sat a sleeping father with a baby, he shrugged and passed it back to Hobbie, "Ezra's not here."


So down the long line of people they passed the bag back saying "Ezra's not here," until it came back to Sabine, she rolled her eyes, too sleepy to process what Ketsu had told her. She stood and threw it over to Hera.


"Ezra's not here," Sabine mumbled before dozing off again.


Hera casually handed the bag to Kanan, "Ezra's not here."


Kanan froze, "Hera, what do you mean, Ezra's not here? "


Hera's eyes widened to their fullest as she slowly turned towards Kanan, they were silent for a split second before sitting up and shrieking, "Ezra!"


---


It’s not like he hadn’t made himself something to eat before. Well, he kinda had at least. Helping mom when she put everything else together.


But it couldn’t be that hard, not when he had most of the ingredients. Though some substations were needed.


Ezra thanks the universe for the Internet, especially the Alexa on the counter that apparently knew substitutes for milk even when things were down.


With his shortbread in the oven, a time on the Alexa, Ezra speeds off to explore what he never could:


Zeb and Sabine’s rooms.


He starts with Sabines, knowing best get over it quickly since it absolutely reeked of paint meaning even if he was allowed in he didn’t like to stay in too long.


He doesn’t go through her closet or dresser drawers, but he does sift through her portfolio of pictures and take a few of her stashed firecrackers.


Head tilting at the comical cartoons of his family. The one of him crying over something is certainly his least favorite. It gives him half a mind to tear it into pieces but he rather not let her know he was snooping.


If she were to ever come back. Who knows? And considering if all she thought of him as a cry baby, he would bask in their time apart for now.


Not wanting to upset himself anymore, Ezra heads into Zeb’s room. It smelt too, but not of nauseating paint, but rather of body odor. Gross.


Sliding to his knees, Ezra wiggles the lock on the beaten down trunk settled at the end of the bed until it opens. 


The magazines inside were…peculiar, “No clothes on anybody, sickening!” Tossing it over his shoulder, Ezra continues his rifling. 


Finding a rather unflattering photo of Kallus. One so unflattering it had to be a gag gift of sorts.


“Zeb, your boyfriend. Woof,”


Slamming the picture back into the box none too gently, the glass cracking, Ezra directs his attention upwards to the Bo-rifle mounted on the wall.


Peaking over his shoulder to truly make sure no one was around - he could already hear his parents' disagreement in his head - Ezra takes the heavy weapon into his arms and runs off to find something to shoot.


The ugly glass Diathim angel statues that both Hera and Kanan had been meaning to get rid of but never knew how since Rex who’d bought them, often stared at them, were the perfect target.


With some well aimed shots they blew into millions of little pieces that’d have to be swept up later. No matter, he wasn’t incompetent like everyone thought! 


In fact his cookies should be done if Alexa’s chiming meant anything. He could totally do things himself.


With oversized oven mitts, Ezra takes out his cookies, not bothering to put something under the pan as he sets it on the counter and turns off the oven.


His attention being brought away from the lovely smell of sweets at a rustling in the window.


One noticeable enough that Ezra jumps a full foot in the air at the sight of the creepy cop that’d been there just a day ago.


She pulls away quickly and Ezra all but runs upstairs, screaming like the child he was and diving under his parents bed.


It only takes him a minute to curse his decision and crawl out from underneath the sheets and peek out the window.


Seeing the same woman in a car with another, much uglier and bulkier man sat beside her.


He hides again until he hears their tires screech thought the snowy road before heading out front, shouting in mock bravery that wouldn’t hopefully one day be true:


“Hey, I'm not afraid anymore. I said I’m not afraid anymore. Do you hear me? I’m not afraid anymore,”


Only to be immediately proven wrong when old man Kenobi passes by, shoveling the walk. Ezra runs inside and screams.


---


Hera felt like she was going to faint as Ahsoka rubbed her back and held her hand, Kanan practically hyperventilating beside her with one of the oxygen bags.


They had scared the whole plane with their yelling, and when a flight attendant came to check in on them Kanan had tried to tell her what was going on, but ended up rambling and almost passing out.


Another flight attendant approached them, "The captain is doing all he can, but there's a snow storm moving in, there's no way to call right now, I'm sorry."


"We'll still try to call as soon as we land, Hera. I'm sure everything's okay," Ahsoka tried to assure the panicking mother.


"It's horrible, just horrible!" Kanan commented, earning a quick scowl from Ahsoka.


"How could we do this? We forgot him." Hera said in shock, she couldn't believe this was actually happening. First they totally ignore him, and now they forget him? The poor thing must feel worthless!


"You didn't forget him, you just…miscounted," Ahsoka tried to help.


Hera continued, "What kind of mother am I?"


Kanan took off the oxygen mask and pulled her in for a side hug, "You're a good mother, this week has just been so hectic and last night was awful. We were in a rush to get everything done."


"Yeah, and we ruined everything," Hera replied, her voice breaking as tears filled her eyes. He made room by lifting the armrest before she began sobbing into his shoulder.


"We didn't ruin everything, just...left a kid…Ezra, at home..." He trailed off.


Hera looked up from the bundle of coats, "Well we ruined Life Day for our everything! You know how he must be feeling right now? Like a piece of scrapped junk! He probably feels like he did when he was still an orphan!"


Kanan tightened his embrace as she sobbed even harder. He felt so guilty he wanted to jump out the window. Instead of doing so, he stayed seated and ran his hand down Hera's lekku, whispering reassuring words into her ear cone. Heck, he was also trying to convince himself ,too.


Rex shrugged awkwardly, "Well, if it makes you feel any better, I forgot my reading glasses."


Hera looked up for a second before burying her face back into Kanan's neck. 


Whilst Ahsoka smacked the older man's arm, and scolded, "Rex!"


"What? I'm only trying to help," He whispered.


"Well you’re not! Look Hera, I remember a Life Day where my older brother left me behind, I was probably younger than Ezra actually."


Hera sniffed, "Really?" Ahsoka waved her hand down as she leaned against one of the seats.


"Oh yeah, it happened plenty of times! Mostly because he was fighting with Obi-Wan but who am I to say right..." She mumbled the last part.


"But needless to say, I was okay in the end. Ezra’s a trooper, I'm sure he'll get through this just fine."


"He probably doesn’t want to see me ever again, even if we do get back in time for Life Day," Hera continued to sob.


---


"Who is it?" A black and white man shouted in the holovid. Finally Ezra had tired himself out enough to grab a bunch of ice cream, settle on the couch, and watch the movie uncle Rex wouldn't let him watch earlier.


Suddenly another, younger, man he thought was dressed like a detective walked in, "It's me, Snakes. I got the stuff."


The old man stood, "Leave it on the doorstep and get the hell out of here!" Ezra leaned in, ooh, cursing.


"Guys, I'm eating junk and watching rubbish! You better come out and stop me!" He shouted, hoping there was still a chance that this was all some cruel prank.


Snakes began backing up, "Alright Johnny, what about the money?"


"How much do I owe you?"


Next thing Ezra knew the old man was repeatedly shooting Snakes, the kid was horrified. He grabbed the remote as fast as he could and turned off the holovid.


Well that was a bust. He wouldn't say uncle Rex was right though, never. He placed the large bowl of ice cream to his side before hopping off the couch, now what should I do? He thought to himself.


Now that the holovid was off, the house was completely silent again. It made him nervous, he felt like he was being watched. Now he knew that for a fact, walking up to the window he could see the van from earlier just waiting outside. What was their problem? Were they stalkers? Kidnappers? He didn't want to think about it.


After checking if all the doors were locked for about the fourth time that day, Ezra headed upstairs and let himself fall onto his parent's bed.


Looking up at the ceiling he thought about it. The morning before, they had completely ignored him, now they had forgotten him. Maybe the family really didn't like him, and they did it on purpose.


Maybe if he apologized for causing trouble, they would come back, he thought. So he grabbed the phone, dialed Hera, and waited.


Nothing.


He soon realized the phone wasn't even ringing, something must have hit the line last night.


He remembered what his siblings had said, he remembered what his other family members had said, Ezra thought it was obvious they all hated him, but he never imagined they hated him that much. So much as to leave him all by himself.


His eyes quickly became wet, he was lonely, nervous, and had no idea what to do next. As he hugged the blankets and cried he wondered if they would ever come back.


---


Naboo airport is bustling with people. Obstacles really as the family run, sprint through the airport to the telephones.


Neither Hera or Kanan even care at this point if they sidearm someone and even accidentally knock open someone’s luggage.


Their child was home alone probably feeling his lowest of lows, and nothing else mattered than that. Thankfully the pair knew how to take charges in times of crisis, although a good amount of that knowledge and instinct went flying out the window in this situation.


Kanan didn;t even know if he could find his voice as his gut dropped at the sheer amount of people in line for the phones. It’s Hera who doesn’t give a damn in the slightest, finding the most unassuming person, another twi’lek with a purple hue, and considering the microwave hanging out of her purse she was a performer of sorts.


One horribly confused as Hera took the phone, “Thank you. I’m sorry, but thank you. Kanan I’m  going to call the police. Why don’t you book us a flight home?” 


Kanan nods, grateful to have something to do as Hera began dictating jobs for the others.


“Sabine here,” Hera handed the teenager her purse, “Get some change out. Call everybody you know,” without wasting another second and with Zeb’s help and protection Sabine commaderrs another phone to get started.


“Ahsoka, here’s my address book. You and Rex call everybody that’s on our street. Maybe somebody can help us,” 


Hera’s attention is brought back to the phone, nose wrinkling when she realizes she hasn’t hung up the other woman’s call, “What am I doing? Oh, Hello? Hello? Oh she’ll have to call you back,”


“Lothal Police Department,” Pryce answers in a bored tone, burning her fingers as she dipped her donut into her coffee.


“Yeah, hi, look. I’m calling from Naboo. I have a son who’s home alone. Our phones there are out of order so I'd like somebody to go over to our house, tell him that we’re coming to get him.”


One ear out the other Pryce returns, “Okay, let me connect you with the Family Crisis Intervention.


“No, this is not a family crisis,” Hera returns agrily, near frantic.


“Hold on,” Pryce sighs, knocking on the glass divider that would connect her to the Grand Inquisitor, “Quis, can you pick up? There’s some lady on hold, sounds kind of hyper,”


“Ugh, what line?


“Two.”


“Family Crisis Intervention, Seareant Inquisitor."


“I’m calling from Naboo, I have a son who’s home alone,” Hera reasserted, trembling. 


“Has the child been involved in a violent altercation with a drunk, injured, or mentally ill member of his immediate family?” 


“No!”


“Has he been involved in a household accident?”


“I don’t know. I d-- I hope not,” Hera worries, not having wanted to entertain the thought of her youngest in emotional turmoil, let alone physical.


“Has the child ingested any poision and/or any other object lodged in his throat?”


If Hera wasn’t already green those words would have certainly made her.


“No! He’s just home alone! And I’d like somebody to go over to the house to see if he’s all right. Just to check on him,” 


Finally the man gains an inflection, an annoyed one at that: “You want us to go to your house, just to check on him whilst we’re dealing with burglars and the like?”


“Yes!” Hera insisted, utterly insulted the asshole didn’t seem to care about their predicament in the slightest.


The phone hangs up, and Hera seethes, looking desperately to both Sabine and Hera who at some point gathered by her side with matching frowns.


“Sorry, Hera. Nothing but a bunch of answering machines,” Ahsoka apologizes, setting a comforting hand on her shoulder that brings the younger woman little warmth.


The pilot is losing her mind.


---


When Ezra wakes up, knowing a full day has passed completely whilst on his own, his stomach rumbled. Something he didn’t actually know how to rectify, having already eaten the cookies he’d put together, and the rest of the fridge was effectively empty.


Not even the internet could find enough substitutes for him to put an actual meal together. Getting up and out of bed, giving the whole house - sans the basement - for something edible, Ezra finally faces the fact he’d have to go out to eat.


It takes him nearly an hour to gather the courage after he’d gotten dressed in his mittens and puffiest jacket. Kanan’s travel card was heavy in his pocket, it was for emergencies only, and this certainly was one.


His family may not like him but he didn’t think they wanted him to starve to death…or at least not all of them wanted that. Ezra only really knew about the card though because of Sabine. The teenhavingused it when Hera and Kanan had been on a couples night out to order them some pizza when she hadn’t wanted to cook with all the paint caked on her hands.


“Hm I thought the Hutts went to Mustafar,” Ezra murmurs as his eyes swept the street, noticing their across the street neighbors interior lights on.


Shrugging, Ezra continues his walk to the store. Heading to the Tosche gas station instead of the actual market, it being too far and they still had what he needed. Eggs, milk, and begrudgingly laundry detergent since he was starting to smell like Zeb - even with his fancy showers.


The cashier is kind enough to help him pile everything neatly into his bags, raising a brow at his credit card but otherwise shrugging her shoulders and letting him go. Seemingly not paid enough to ask questions about a kid buying adult things all on his own.


Ezra makes it out of the parking lot, hands turning red in their mitts at the pressure of the bags in his grasp but carries on. Head tilting back and forth somewhat idly. A large part of it pride, it is invigorating to be doing things successfully on his own.


Then a car almost hits him.


“Hey, hey! You’ve gotta watch for traffic, you know?” Five calls out at the child, Ezra eyes widening in recognition of the pair. Face whiter than a sheet.


It takes him much longer that it should to answer, sheepish, “Sorry."


“Damn,” Ezra hears, definitely not a cop even though she was wearing the uniform earlier, say.


“Santa doesn’t visit funeral homes kid,” The fifth brother advises, noting the boy staring oddly at his sister.


“Okay, okay. Merry Christmas,” Seven speaks up, trying to get this entirely too odd confrontation over with, especially with how the boy was looking at her with…recognition?


The boy gets the memo and runs off, something in her head pounding. Did she recognize him? Did he recognize her?


“What’s the matter?”


“I don’t like the way that kid looked at me. Did you notice that?”


“Well, have you seen him before?”


“I don’t know, I saw a bunch of twerps this week.”


“Let’s just see what house he goes into then.”


Ezra does not have the foresight to juke them off his trail, too afraid to do anything more than rush in through the front door. He was still starving, and quite frankly reeling from nearly getting stuck by a car, a car driven by two very scary people who’ve almost been trailing him all week.


“He lives there,” Seven deadpans, holding back a snarl. Her dreams seemingly being crushed right before her eyes.


“If the kid’s there, the parent’s have to be,” Her brother points out.


Seven shakes her head, a devious smirk lighting her features when she remembers just what the boy had been holding, “He’s home alone. We need to get ready,”


“What? You want to come back?”


“Yes,”


“Even with the kid here?”


“Look idiot, that house is the reason we’re doing all this. I’m not going to be stopped by a whiny little brat when we’re talking about thousands upon thousands of dollars. Maybe even a million. We come back, Christmas Eve, at nine,”


“Nine o’clock?”


“It’ll be dark, it’ll be perfect,”


---


Kanan turned to Hera with a sigh, "The only thing for all of us is a booking on Friday morning."


"Friday morn- that's two days away!" Hera shouted.


"Ma'am, we are doing everything we can. Now, if you want to stay at the airport, maybe we can get you on standby. It is a possibility that a seat will open up," the mirialan agent behind the counter suggested.


"Is that okay?" Kanan asked, Hera nodded.


Turning to the rest of the family behind her she sighed, "Well, you all can head to the hotel, Kanan and I will be staying at the airport, see if there's an opening."


Sabine and Zeb immediately stepped forward from the crowd, "Not without us you're not!" Sabine stated, Chopper barking on agreement from his crate.


"If you two are going home, we want in too," Zeb added, Chopper nodded.


The couple exchanged a glance, Hera took over, "Kids, it's going to be a long wait, we might not even get an opening."


"We don't care. Ezra's our brother, and it's partially our fault he felt the way he did last night..." Sabine lowered her head.


Zeb rubbed the back of his neck, "We want to apologize to him."


Even Kanan was taken aback by that. After a few moments Hera gave a small nod, "Okay, you can stay with us."


Kanan and the kids began saying their goodbyes to the family as Hera turned back to the counter, "Make that standby offer for four."


---


Quickly locking the door and pulling back the curtain ever so slightly so he could peek out the window, Ezra caught sight of the van driving off.


He slammed his fist into his palm, vowing, "When they come back, I'll be ready."


Nine o'clock came faster than it ever had before, but he assured himself he was ready, nervous, but ready.


When the robbers drove up the curb they were welcomed with "Rocking Around The Christmas Tree," blasting as silhouettes of a dancing family paraded behind the white curtains.


The fifth brother's jaw actually dropped, "Did they come back?"


The seventh sister turned with a snarl, "From Naboo?" She asked with a sarcastic tone.


Meanwhile Ezra was jumping up and down, pulling strings to control the "dancing" mannequins as cardboard cutouts rolled around on top of a toy train. 


Thank the force for Sabine's fashion class mannequins from last semester, Ezra sighed entirely in relief.


"We'll try again another day. Maybe they'll be gone by then. We better get outta here before someone sees us." The seventh sister conceded before driving off.


---


Waking up is entirely surreal. It’s Christmas Eve, he’s alone. He’d survived a near home invasion, and he still couldn’t get ahold of his parents.


Really his Alexa must hate him, especially with how often he asked from the living room couch, shouting at her to call them.


Again and again it told him she was sorry she couldn’t get ahold of them, and Ezra couldn’t take it. 


He didn’t want whatever presents that had his name under the tree. He didn’t want endless christmas cookies or even any holiday cheer.


He wanted his family. He wanted his mom and her loving kisses. Ezra wanted his father who always made him feel safe and whose glare alone could send those robbers running and crying.


He wanted his sister and brother even if they smelled like weird stuff and weren’t always the kindest. Neither was he.


Kneeling by the tree - the floor swept of all the glass he’d broke since if he did get his family back they didn’t deserve a mess - Ezra states up at the tree:


“Okay, this is extremely important. Would you please, instead of presents… I just want my family back. No toys, nothing but Hera, Kanan. Zeb, Sabine, Ahsoka and Chopper. Even uncle Rex,” 


Ezra doesn’t know if hems simply speaking to the choir so to speak, but maybe, just maybe Christmas magic was real after all. He had gotten his first gift, even if he regretted it.


“Please I’ll be good, I’ll be worth loving.”


---


Ezra doesn’t know if he believes in the force or not. Neither Kanan or Hera, or even his birth parents had ever tried to encourage him. Knowing and trusting if he did put forth some kind of faith it’d be one he’d chosen for himself.


From what he knew no one other than Kanan and Ahsoka truly believed in the force. And the relationship, although with similar beginnings, wasn’t the same. It was complicated, something they’d struggled with that Ezra doesn’t know if he wants to struggle with himself.


He could always be like Hera, who had faith in others and hope alone, Ezra sorta had that, but he supposed he was still too young to really know. Deciding at the end of the day, for the moment it didn’t really matter what he believed in; he just knew the temple was a welcoming place to anyone, and somewhere to go when you needed a little forgiveness.


It was getting late, incredibly late, and he needed some sort of connection if it was even for a moment. Some sort of cheer. It was the place to be as he stepped through the ornate doors only to be accosted by the church choir’s singing.


Passing through the pews, Ezra finds a seat off to the side. Feeling the air thrum with vibrations and the tension in his shoulders ease. With those two creepy figures snooping around, his house obviously hadn’t felt the safest, at least here there were others and some air of nothing bad could come through the doors. Or at least that’s what Ezra hoped.


O Holy Night croons, their voices flickering like the flames lighting up the cathedral. Soft tentative steps steal his attention away from the voices, making him weary. Ezra prays he’s not wrong, that this place couldn’t be invaded by monsters because lo and behold stood Old Man Kenobi.


“Merry Christmas,” he says kindly, so much that Ezra’s jaw goes slack, not expecting it.


“May I sit down?” Kenobi follows up with, gesturing to the seat and it doesn’t take more than a second for Ezra to nod, not feeling afraid any longer. 


“Those two are my grandkids, the little girl with the buns and the blond boy beside her,” Obi-Wan gestures to a familiar pair, Ezra can’t quite remember their names, just knows they all happened to have the same birthday since they were in the same class.


“They're around your age, do you know them?”


“Not really,” Ezra admits.


“You live next to me, don’t you?”


“Yes,” Ezra answers again, taking in the olders man's tired yet fond features. He couldn’t possibly be responsible for what everyone accused him for. Ezra feels upset with himself for not realizing it sooner.


“You know you can say hello when you see me. You don’t have to be afraid. There’s a lot of things going around about me, but none of it’s true,”


Ezra sympathetically nods in response, seeing the man’s face slacken even more with relief. 


“You’ve been a good boy this year?”


“I think so,” this time Ezra answers not so honestly because he didn’t actually know.


“You swear to it?”


“No.” 


“I had a feeling. Well, this is the place to be if you’re feeling bad about yourself,”


“Mhm, you really think so?”


“I do,”


“Are you feeling bad about yourself?” Ezra has to ask, wanting to know if someone, anyone, felt the same as he did.


“No,” Kenboi lies, needing to be fished out of his guilt. So Ezra gives:


“I’ve been kind of a pain lately. I said some things I shouldn’t have. I really haven’t been too good this year,”


“Yeah?”


“I’m kind of upset because I really like my family even though sometimes I say I don't. Sometimes I even think I don’t. Do you get that?” Ezra pleads, failing to seem indifferent.


“I think so,” Kenobi answers honestly after a moment of pondering, his hand tucked against his beard, “How you feel about your family is a complicated thing.”


“Especially with older siblings,” Ezra adds, still put out by the way they seemed to hate him.


“Deep down, you’ll always love them. But you can forget that you love them. You can hurt them, and they can hurt you. That’s not just because you’re young,” Obi-Wan assures with warmth, with experience.


“Do you want to know the real reason why I’m here right now?”


“Uh-huh,”


“I came here tonight to hear my grandkids sing. And I can’t come to hear them sing tonight,”


“Do you have plans?” Ezra questions confused. 


“No. I’m not welcome.” 


“At church?” Ezra returns incredulously, head turning quick enough to nearly give him whiplash.


“You’re always welcome at the temple. I’m not welcome with my brother…son. Years back before you and your family moved in. I had an argument with him,”


“How old is he?” Ezra questions for no real reason, knowing the man was at least old enough to have children his age.


“He’s grown up. We lost our tempers after she left-”


“She?”


“Another member of the family- well and after he said he didn’t care to see me anymore and I said the same. None of us have spoken ever since,”


“If you miss them, why don’t you call them?


“I’m afraid if I call Anakin he’ll still be angry, and if I call her she won’t talk to me,” the name Anakin rings a bell but it’s forgotten to Ezra for now. He has more important questions than why that name seemed so familiar.


“How do you know?”


“I don’t know. I’m just afraid of how it will go,” Kenobi admits, perfectly content with his cowardice. Believing it to be a losing battle.


“No offense, but aren’t you a little old to be afraid?”


That actually makes Obi-Wan chuckle, oozing wisdom, “You can be a little old for a lot of things. You’re never too old to be afraid,”


“That’s true. I’ve always been afraid of our basement. It’s dark, there’s weird stuff down there, and it smells; that sort of thing. It’s bothered me for years,”


“Basements are like that,”


“I made myself go down to do some laundry and I found out it’s not so bad. All this time I’ve been worried about it, but if you turn on the lights, it’s no big deal.”


“What’s your point?”


“My point is you should call them."


“What if they don’t want to talk to me?” It’s the most vulnerable the old man has sounded.


“At least you’ll know. Then you can stop worrying about it. Then you won’t have to be afraid anymore. I don’t care how mad I was, I’d talk to my dad. Especially around the holidays,”


“I don’t know."


“Just give it a shot, for your grandkids at least. I’m sure they miss you, and the presents,” Ezra advises.


Kenobi hums thoughtfully, taking another second of watching the choir sing before speaking again, “You better run along home where you belong. Think about what I said all right?”


“Okay,”


“It was nice talking to you.”


“Nice talking to you,” Ezra returns, shaking the hand offered to him before asking, “What about you?”


“Me?”


“Yeah, you and..your siblings and kids?”


“We’ll see what happens. Merry Christmas,”


“Merry Christmas,” and with that Ezra sprints home.


---


As soon as he locks the door Ezra heads to his parent's room and unrolls a large drawing of the house titled "Battle Plan." A blueprint of all the different traps he plans on setting up for his little friends that night.


With no time to waste, he gets to work. Spilling water on all outside stairs, tar on the basement steps, even placing the soldering iron on the front doorknob with a blowtorch by the kitchen door, and many, many more contraptions of destruction.


He's got to admit it, even though she may hate him, he thinks Sabine would be pretty proud of him right now.


As the ominous blue van pulled up to the side of the house, Ezra got to his station, loading Zeb's beebee bo-rifle.


"Okay, we'll check it out first. We can always come back for the van," the seventh sister went over the plan with her brother as they exited the vehicle.


"How do you want to go in?"


She casually shrugged, "We'll go through the back door, maybe he'll let us in, you never know."


Her brother chuckled, "Yeah, he's a kid. They're stupid."


Ezra was settled on his stomach in front of the doggie door they used for Chopper, the bo-rifle perfectly aimed. "This is it. Don't get scared now," he pep talked himself.


Slowly, the wet bandits creeped towards the door, "Merry Christmas little fella, we know that you're in there, and that you're all alone..." The seventh sister hissed.


The fifth brother huffed out a laugh, "Yeah, come on kid. Open up. It's Santa Claus and his Elf."


"We're not going to hurt you," The seventh sister said in a low, eerie voice. Little did she know Ezra was slowly sliding the tip of the bo-rife out the doggie door and was aiming it at her shin.


"Be a good little fella and open the do- Agh! Son of a-" the seventh sister fell back into the snow, her leg throbbing with sharp pains.


"What?" The fifth brother ran to her, but she just kept grunting not giving an answer in response, "What? What happened?"


"Get that little..." was all she was responded with. He decided to run to the door and take a peek inside, only to be shot directly in the forehead.


"Yes! Yes!" Ezra cheered to himself, running along to his next station.


Once the seventh sister could finally stand properly she declared, "That's it! I'm going to the front, you head to the basement!" They immediately took off, eager to get their hands on the little jerk.


As soon as they arrived they both slipped on the ice Ezra had set up for them, painfully falling down the stairs. 


After moments of laying on the ground in pain they got back up and gave it a second try. 


The seventh sister using her crowbar to hold onto the rail on her way up, and the fifth brother using his to prop himself up by the door.


The fifth brother eventually found out the basement was unlocked and stepped right in, only to pull the light switch which released an iron that flew straight onto his face.


Meanwhile the seventh sister was muttering curses at the kid once she finally got to the door and attempted to turn it, but instead received an insanely hot doorknob which she later found out burned an "S" into her hand.


Looking out the windows to see all his victory Ezra cheered happily once more, "Yes! Yes! Yes!"


The fifth brother complained more and more as he treaded up the tar-covered stairs, leaving his shoes and socks behind, "You little brat, I swear I'm gonna-" 


All of a sudden he felt a sharp pain in his foot, and when he looked down he saw exactly the cause. A large, sharp, nail sticking out of the tar. 


He screamed curses as he fell back to the ground.


As her brother was falling down the stairs yet again, the seventh sister decided to retry the back door. She kicked the pet door in and when nothing hit her foot, she opened the door and was hit with scorching hot flames by the blowtorch.


It took her a second to realize what was happening and immediately screamed in agony and retreated to the snow where she dunked her burning head.


Once she resurfaced she slowly attempted to touch it, but failed when it came with extremely painful consequences.


After a few moments of reeling she charged at the door and managed to finally break it down.


“Where are you, you little creep?!" She all but screamed. Beyond frustrated with this little brat who repeatedly got the best of her. She was not about to give up. Not without thousands of dollars, her very lively hood, on the line.


"Sister I'm coming in!" The fifth brother shouted, catching sight of a nearby window. Only to step in on a pile of glass ornaments that broke whenever he walked. Even more curses were screamed.


When he finally made it into the kitchen his sister was covered in feathers, "What ha-"


"Don't ask," she stated, "Let's just find that kid."


After tripping on a bunch of toy ships and getting hit with a paint bucket on the way up the stairs, Ezra was really testing their patience.


"When I get my hands on you..." The seventh sister grumbled as the robbers trudged up the stairs.


Another round of triumphant "yes"s were heard from down the hallway and Ezra slid into his parents room, picked up the phone, and dialed the police, praying the line was finally fixed.


"Hello, my house is being robbed. My address is 134 Lothal boulevard. Oh, and my name is Jabba by the way." He quickly stated before rushing to the window where a bike handle was secured to a rope.


He gazed across the yard to his tree house, hoping the force would guide him there safely. 


"Here I go," he whispered. And before he knew it, he was gliding above his backyard, and he had to admit, it was kind of fun.


Soon enough Ezra crashed into the back wall of the tree house with a loud thud.


"Exhilarating," he whispered to himself before trying to find the gardening shears.


Not long after, the wet bandits caught up and were peering out the window for answers. 


"Where'd he go?" The seventh sister asked with a snappy tone.


The fifth brother shrugged, "Maybe he committed suicide."


"Down here you fools! Come and get me before I call the police!" He shouted. With that, he took off to the neighbor's basement.


"Let's get him!" The fifth brother advised. The seventh sister shook her head, holding him back with her arm.


"Wait, wait. Just what he wants us to do: go through his little fun house so we get even more screwed up."


"Then what should we do?"


The seventh sister suddenly stepped outside and pulled on the rope, "Out the window?" Her brother questioned. She nodded.


Eventually Ezra became bored of just watching them attempt to cross over to the tree house, so when they hit the halfway point he took out the gardening shears again and snipped the rope, causing the robbers to fall about twenty feet to the ground.


He grinned as he climbed back down, Hera was right. Bad people always did get what was coming to them.


Rushing next to the basement next door the fifth brother again was about to go after him when the seventh sister intervened, "Wait! He wants us to follow him. I have a better idea."


Ezra couldn't help smiling at himself once again for how well his traps were working as he practically swam through the flooded basement as quickly as possible. Nothing could stop him now.


Except the robbers themselves.


Once he climbed into the neighbor's kitchen he was shocked to see the two robbers right in front of the door.


They grabbed him and suddenly he found himself hung on the door by his sweater collar.


"Hiya kid." The seventh sister began, "We've outsmarted you this time."


The fifth brother crossed his arms in satisfaction, "What are you going to do to him sister?"


"We'll do exactly what he did to us," the woman decided as she tranced a long, sharp nail across Ezra's cheek. She began by saying: "We're going to burn his head with a blowtorch."


"Then we're going to smash his face with an iron..." The fifth brother joined in. Out of the corner of his eye, Ezra spotted old man Kenobi entering with a shovel, slowly stepping towards them. He turned back to the robbers so they wouldn't notice.


"I'd like to slap him in the face with a paint can, maybe."


"And shove a nail through his fo-"


The robbers fell to the ground unconscious to reveal old man Kenobi standing over them. Giving a fond smile, Obi-Wan gently picks Ezra up into his arms and walks him out the neighbor's house, "Come on, let's head you home."


A few moments after Old man Kenobi had dropped him off back at the house, Ezra began hearing police sirens and yelling outside.


To his satisfaction, he opened the window to see the seventh sister and fifth brother being arrested by the authorities. 


He could hear muffled yells of the seventh sister scolding her brother for leaving the faucets running in every house, and waved to her with a smile when she took a final glance at the house.


After the police cars were completely out of sight, Ezra cleaned the house and made sure to leave milk and cookies for Santa before heading to bed in his parent's room. A job well done.


---


Ezra slowly lifted his eyelids to see the white light pouring into the room, it was snowing outside once more.


Realizing what day it was, the child hopped out of bed and without a second thought rushed down the stairs with hopes that Santa brought his family back.


When he reached the first floor of the house he immediately began searching. He started with the kitchen. "Mom? Dad?" He shouted, maybe they were somewhere else...


He tried the living room next. "Sabine? Zeb? Chop?"


The hallways, "Aunt Ahsoka? Uncle Rex?"


He was finding nothing, but he didn't get his hopes down yet, no, they had to be somewhere.


Hera fumbled with her keys, her hands shaking due to the pure nervousness she was experiencing. "Here, let me help with that," Kanan offered before gently taking the keys and unlocking the door.


Once they were in they decided to split up to find Ezra. Sabine and Zeb ran up the stairs while Kanan and Hera searched the ground floor.


"Ezra? Ezra?" Hera called, a few moments of complete silence passed, only causing her nerves to grow.


"Ez-" She froze, facing opposite of her was her little boy. He looked so small compared to everything else in the living room, making her feel even more guilty for leaving him.


"Ezra?"


The boy gave a quiet gasp before slowly turning to see the person he'd missed the most.


Hera.


The rest of the family entered quietly as Hera dropped to her knees, "Merry Christmas, sweetheart." She said just above a whisper, her eyes almost filling with tears as the boy hesitated, staring back at her as if he was afraid he might go straight through her if they embraced.


Kanan joined Hera on the ground, "Ezra we're so sorry," he confessed.


A warm smile formed on Ezra's face prior to the boy shouting and bolting to hug them. "Mom! Dad!"


Hera let her tears flow freely now. She finally had her boy back in her arms, which meant nothing else mattered now.


She quickly pulled from the tight embrace to get a good look at him, "Oh my baby, come over here," she began pecking him with millions of small kisses, leaving red lipstick all over his face.


The boy responded with a series of giggling, something Kanan was ever so relieved to hear again.


Once Hera let him go from her rain of kisses, Ezra turned to look around, the only other people he saw were Sabine and Zeb. "How'd you guys get here? And where's everyone else?"


Sabine huffed out a laugh as she began rubbing the back of her neck, "Well the way we got back here was kinda weird. We caught a ride with some dude named Hondo and his crew. They were smuggling some illegal toys near here and I'm pretty sure he was drunk..." She answered, giving Ezra a small embrace.


Zeb's ears flopped downward on his head, "And I'm sorry kid, but the rest of the fam couldn't make it. Sabine and I were the only ones Mom and Dad could take home with the-"


They all snapped their heads towards the door at the sound of it abruptly opening. They were unsure of who it was for a minute until Ahsoka and Rex walked in with the rest of the family not far behind, "Merry Christmas!" Rex shouted.


Hera's eyes widened as she rose to run towards them, "Wait a minute, how did you guys get home?"


Ahsoka grinned, "We took the Friday morning flight you didn't want to wait for."


Hera didn't even try to do the math, for she was too busy savoring Ezra and Zeb hugging each other. "Now that's something you don't see often," Rex said.


"Hey, I think it's pretty cool you didn't burn the place down," Zeb commented, avoiding eye contact. Ezra smiled and took his hand to shake.


Sabine leaned on one hip as she leaned down to look at him, "So Ez, what'd you do while we were away?"


The boy just shrugged with an innocent smile, "Just hung around."


The whole family laughed, Kanan ruffling his hair, "You're a funny one, you know that?" He grinned, Ezra cheerfully nodded. It felt good knowing he was loved.


As the family headed to the kitchen Ezra stayed behind and opened the drapes to Old man Kenobi's side of the street.


What he saw made him smile. Old man Kenobi was lifting his grandkids into a hug while Anakin and his wife watched with loving grins. Kenobi caught sight of Ezra and gave a quick wave to which Ezra returned with an equally joyful smile.


Closing the drapes he heard Ahsoka in the distance tell Uncle Rex, "You know, I got the strangest call earlier today."


Ezra turned and smiled before running to join the family.


THE END :)
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